a 


7 ™~ HY’ STANDBY 


ii 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2023 


https://archive.org/details/timothystandbysu0000jose 


a 


: 
Pant gts = athe ermine tia) TS aay i lee nie 
i aN 


ae ee! Ee 


‘NODVM 'IOOHOS AVGNNS AHL AO aLVO-UNG @HL LV LSOT 


TIMOTHY 
STAN D-BY 


Ghe Sunday 
School 
Man 


By JOSEPH CLARK 


General Secretary of the Ohio Sunday School 
Association. 


A Compilation and Revision 
of the ‘‘Timothy Stand-by 
Letters’’ Published in the 
Ohio Sunday School Worker 


1901 
New Franklin Printing Co., Publishers, 
Columbus, Ohio. 


Copyrighted 1901, by oa ae 
Joseph Clark. : 


~ 


CSeHNAYEYWN 


— 
ee) 
. Py 


CONTENTS. 


# 
REGREEDESY tie nae n tite cos cre rane ae melas ores 3 
MINISTRATION S ce ate ois a erie wastes eA cine Oats 4 
Introduction by Rev. E. S. Lewis, D. D........... 5 
PARES ALOR sINDEGie ae A teres nents Pace eae oe oes II 
rma SC ON VETSION awe ie oe sos wie si tear ee 13 
Weal ona ErOorani eae aac nee cre ec aoe 21 
hes Uintonmelessons eerie isin ne tent 29 
hae Home Department 2. s.@en cee sents wt 37 
Shain VASILOCS SAP DOIMLCUS, <3 ets iecs vicki Suk titeeoi, 44 
The “Independents”’.+--......-... rp a eas T 
hes LOWwisDaC ONVENUON + co.encs ¢ceeee ees 62 
item VVIOC-U1G) meee tee we tic apnceen a le. « Peer We 
DECISION AN perro a hac Sat co .3 ioe LC a ete heer eg 77 
Sea HeGiIe ke SEAMSTICS 1 eden) oo Samecn footie nets curses 83 
Totty “+Credenshulled 27070 c 4400-2 3s. e. 90 
The ‘‘ Akron”? Convention...... en coins 95 
PONE ATICE NV AEMAPA ho cu eEAN caw cir svain kets 100 
Really AW mertnsat neo exer cin oleae Set eases 108 
House-to-House: Visitation’, sjo0 ascuissax ae eran ee 114 
Se STI MtN GG ASEAN yarn siagle sii tocas ttle: 120 
Prepatingsf0n Decision OAV =. 4. c.ceina-n ant 126 
COS Ate tHe wen -GrAte sss aii nak odin Gare Aod 131 
ie AA RON cee rn ara. See a ges a . 130 
BASILE StAVCISUCK Ose @ctecaariiny? Syria ols oces ole 145 
MDNITIOLAY StisItS bce KMOGK-OUb cnr. cnt oe oe 152 


Giving Marthy PoititerS-02 2265 2 26 csenes none 189 


ILLUSTRATIONS. 


& 
osteat thes Ends @atese accom icici ae Frontispiece 
Timothy: S tan: Dy wae ressera eect otter ae eevee 15 
SamePuttyimann 2.2 urs bare rete eee 23 
Preecher Prejudice ac. uace aden oo ter eee 33 
Faith? Olloiiy scoters ee ee 47 
SupentntendenteSKhiSive: ase as aaa eee 55 
‘The-Beef-Stake <Areument..-a5¢2..<--sos see 57 
Mand yeect os). atc cise set phan eke Poe ere ee eee 71 
Jobs Gitsthere=... cee evouteh nora or cnet 85 
Marth yc. ttws cae cepeerine cree ete eee 04 
‘Timothywand earthy are ei ee eee 103 
Brother Phot ites oe See ere eee 113 
Preecher = Gilli seyaetamrarere or reece tek ener 58 67) 
Marthy: Startsva\ ‘Cradle; Rolla se eee 143 
Timothy Prayin Over the Staytisticks......... 147 
Andy. Spon getics Agcy wisks cere meters Ute ene 155 


“| Bawnt: a: Tadle Bol?) son ethene ee 157 


INTRODUCTORY 


By Rev. E. S. LEWIS, D. D., Columbus, O. 


# 


“Timothy Stand-by” is young in the Sunday 
school world, but he has come to be one of its 
foremost and best-known characters. He was 
distinctly a “long felt want,” and when he put in 
his appearance, he received a universal ovation. 
If Brother Clark accomplished nothing more 
than this creation he would be famous because 
of it. 

Modern Sunday school work is to some ex- 
tent new. It emphasizes principles which had 
not been popularized in the past, and its methods 
were not those of the staid and conservative de- 
nominations of the former generations. And 
yet it is full of the true Christian spirit. Its propa- 
ganada is purely scriptural and missionary. It 
is also zealous and scientific. It seeks to pro- 
mote Christian fellowship and cooperation, to 
utilize all forms of profitable service, to unite, to 
gather in, and to build up the young life of all 
the churches for Jesus Christ. But, because the 


growth of the world and the progress of Chris- 
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tian society demanded new methods, such as the 
convention, the uniform lessons, the home class, 
the normal institute, and the interdenominational 
association to organize and to maintain these 
things, good men and women have sometimes 
shaken their heads and feared that such innova- 
tions were not of faith, and that they might se- 
crete dangerous explosives which would wreck 
their own denomination. 

While many of our noblest and best workers 
in all the churches have learned the blessed les- 
son of fellowship, and have ceased to regard all 
Christians of another name than their own as 
sectarian enemies in disguise, there are many re- 
maining who need the light of truth and the 
warmth of good will. There are many others 
who are cold in the work, and need to be aroused 
to its importance, from every point of view. 
There are others who require encouragement in 
the work which they have already taken up— 
perhaps these are all of us! 

All such will be fed and stimulated and medi- 
cated by the “Timothy Stand-by” letters. Their 
author is preeminently a man of our own day 
and work. He is no theorist nor dilettante. He 
was born in the Sunday school work, and a good 
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deal of it was born in him. He has had large 
opportunities to test principles and methods in 
widely separated areas of our country. He has 
loved the work and lived in it and for it. Be- 
sides this, he is a ready writer. His pen glides 
over the page with a swiftness and grace that 
mere art could never give it. And he has the 
journalist's keen and true sense of what will go 
with the great public who read. He is genial and 
loves his kind, and therefore would help them 
and lift them up. 

But he does not lecture us nor preach to us. 
Instinctively he seems to seize the line of 
amusement by which he draws the multitude to 
him without a telltale effort. He deals in no ab- 
stractions. His salutary doctrine is given to us 
in concretest form. It wears dramatic robes, 
too, and appears upon the stage. This is an- 
ether masterful address to sympathetic and yet 
wary human nature. A hard-headed old man, 
honest of heart and quaint of speech, young in 
enthusiasm, yet old in wisdom, pious, shrewd, 
with zeal enough for a real reformer, yet saved 
from fanaticism by the grace of humor, bold 
enough to attack old-fogy preachers, and Christ- 
like enough to love all men—this is a rough 
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word sketch of good old Timothy, who is still 
too original and too many-sided to be painted 
otherwise than as the master has done in this 
book. 

We needed this book sorely just at this time, 
in the development of the organized Sunday 
school work. This was evident from the first 
appearance of the “Letters.” Timothy’s ac- 
count of the Marion convention electrified the 
whole fraternity. We knew that more would 
follow, because it had to. The voice that we were 
listening for smote our ear and our heart as well. 
Multitudes said, “Here is the very thing that I 
have been longing for; not only for myself, but 
for Mr. So-and-so to read.” There is not the 
slightest doubt of its circulation. It will delight, 
instruct and encourage thousands everywhere. 
I do not know of anything available anywhere 
that presents, not to say the humor, but the phil- 
osophy, the faith and the triumph of modern 
Sunday school work, as does this fascinating 
book. It is not only an entertaining dialect 
study: it is a real text book of the principles and 
methods of the Organized Sunday School Work. 
Timothy Stand-by will make multitudes laugh at 
him and with him, and then win them to the 
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great cause that ddminates him for Christ’s sake. 

The soundness of this book equals its wit, and 
its strength is more than its genial satire. I 
have watched its development in the pages of the 
Worker with keen interest, especially as it has 
doubtless sent this organ into added thousands of 
homes and schools both within and without our 
State. 

Timothy Stand-by is a distinct creation, 
unique and influential. He has already received 
a royal welcome in the Sunday school world. 
We now have our doctrines and methods in- 
carnated in a character philosopher of the Josh 
Billings or Nasby type. Their vast influence in 
other fields indicates the possibilities of our 
sagacious and admirable Sunday school “Char- 
acter,” whose new popularity is sure to ripen 
into permanent renown. 

One special request we will make of Timo- 
thy; that he will keep writing his letters. He 


must not stop here. 
E. S. Lewis. 


Columbus, Ohio, May 1, Igor. 


PREFATORY NOTE. 


y7] 


The twenty-two letters brought together in 
this book are compiled from Volumes XI and 
XII (1899-1901) of the Oo Sunday School 
Worker, in which they were originally pub- 
lished. 

The introductory letter of the series was 
written solely for the entertainment of its read- 
ers. It was enthusiastically received, and so 
numerous were the requests to follow it with 
others, that the author recognized in the pro- 
vincial style of expression an opportunity to 
gain the ear of the Sunday School public, and 
to say some things about the Organized Sun- 
day School Work which would pass unnoticed 
if presented in the usual form. 

From that moment “Timothy Stand-by” has 
had a mission. 

The incidents and characters presented in 
these letters are taken from life, and have been 
suggested by experiences which have come un- 
der the personal observation of the author. 
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The “Timothy Stand-by Letters” have at- 
tracted much attention in the Sunday School 
world; having been extensively reproduced 
in the State Sunday School papers, they have 
had a wide reading. They are put into book 
form upon the suggestion of many Sunday 
School leaders, and are published purely for 
the good they may do. 

The series will be continued in the Ohio 
Sunday School Worker until the writer has 
fully presented the many things that yet remain 
to be said about the Organized Sunday School 


Work. 
THE AUTHOR. 
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TIMOTHY’S CONVERSION 


To the Organized Sunday School Work at the 
Marion Convention. 


Marion, OHIO, June 8, 1899. 

Dear Martuy:—The grate Sunday Skool 
Convenshun at Marion has came and went, and 
here I am on Thursday nite a-sittin up to mid- 
nite a-writin that ere letter I promised. I would 
never promised to rite a letter if I had enny 
idee how much wuz a-goin on at State Conven- 
shuns. 

When I wuz elected as the “delegashun” 
from the Brush Fork Sunday Skool to the grate 
State Convenshun, you know what a grate bur- 
din wuz rolled on me, and how fer days I wuz 
kinder unlike myself, a-worryin about the awful 
responsibility of bein a “delegashun.” It wuz 
the sollumest thing that wuz ever dun to Tim- 
othy Stand-by. You know I had never bin to 
but one political convenshun, and from that 
minit I wuz allers an ennemy to convenshuns 


of enny kind, especially where wimmin wuz a- 
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takin part. But when our Sunday Skool laid 
its holy hands on Timothy and sed “go,” I felt 
that the rebelyun in my heart must be put down, 
and if it wuz the Lord’s will that I should pass 
through a convenshun, by his grace I would 
do my duty. 

When I wuz on the train a-cummin to the 
convenshun the delegashun wuz very hilarious. 
They wuz a-laughin and a-talkin, and wuz very 
giddy-like for people what wuz a-goin to such 
a holy meetin as a Sunday Skool Convenshun. 
And when I left the train, I let the delegashuns 
what wuz so gay go on, and I follered after, 
kinder slow, like I allers walked when I wuz 
a pallbearer. 

It wuz a strait walk to the church where 
the convenshun wuz held, and I poured into the 
buildin with the rest of the people. There wuz no 
Amen corner fer me to get into and feel to 
home, but I got on a frunt seet and waited. 
Peeple wuz a-talkin and smilin and greetin each 
other like as if they wuz to a County Fair in- 
sted of a relijus meetin, and it wuz rite smart 
of a job fer me to keep in a spirit of devoshun. 

The buildin wuz soon full and a man got 
up on the platform and sed: 
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TIMOTHY STAND-BY. 
The Brush Fork Class Leader at the State Convention. 


“T follered after, kinder slow, like I allers walked when I wus 
a pall-bearer.” 
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“This is to be a half-hour of greetins. Will 
you please all stand up?” 

Well, of course I got up. Then he sed, 
“Now please shake hands with the peeple on 
each side of you and ask what is their name and 
where they come from,” and Marthy, afore I 
knowed it the people wuz a grabbin my hand 
and a-shakin of it like it was a pump-handle; 
and, I don’t know how, but I got to doin the 
same thing, and insted of feelin like as if I wuz 
to a funeral, I felt like I wuz in a fellership 
meetin at the end of a revival. From that minit 
I have had nuthin agin convenshuns. 

The next wuz singin. Mr. Xcel, of Chicago, 
led it. Marthy, he’s the mitiest singer I ever 
heerd. He’s bigger than our son Sol, and he 
has a voice what can be heerd as far as you can 
see. He got me to beleeve afore the first song 
wuz over that he reely enjoyed heerin me sing— 
and that wuz very comfortin to me, to have 
a grate and holy singer like Xcel enjoy a-listenin 
to Timothy Stand-by sing, when the peeple 
of Brush Fork fer forty years has sed so menny 
unkind things about my voice. It shows they 
have no ear for musick, and when I come home 
I’m a-goin to let my voice out in singin on all 
proper occashuns. 
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Well, Marthy, that wuz only the beginnin of 
good things. The convenshun wuz very re- 
lijus, especially when Dr. Moorehead got up and 
unfolded the Scripter. There wuz no rantin 
about him, like there is about our preecher. 
He didn’t holler, nor pound the Bible, nor stomp 
his feet like as if he wuz a-splashin water to git 
up a feelin. He just wuz calm-like and poured 
out the good things of the Word like as if he 
was a-pourin honey in the winter-time. 

In the evenin there wuz lots of speeches a- 
tellin us how glad the peeple of Marion wuz 
that we had come, and then some of our crowd 
told how glad they wuz to be here, and the 
meetin closed in a blaze of glory. 

On Wednesday mornin the most interestin 
thing wuz the raisin of the money. That grate 
man, Dr. Thompson, sed the Associashun wuz 
within about $800 of bein out of debt, and sed 
we oughter raise it. And right away, Marthy, 
the money began a-pourin in like a Johnstown 
flood, and quicker than | can tell you the par- 
tickelers the money wuz raised. Peeple gave 
like they wuz enjoyin it. There wuz no beggin, 
no coaxin, nor tellin funny stories. It wuz just 


downright givin to the Lord. When peeple gives 
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to the preecher down to Brush Fork, you know, 
Marthy, the leaders has to resort to all sorts of 
skeems to squeez the money out of the mem- 
bers—givin twenty-five cent dinners fer ten 
cents, and sich—but when peeple gives to the 
Lord, they give because they like to give. 

The man what interested me as much as 
enny one at the convenshun wuz Mr. Meigs, 
from Indiany. He is the State Seckertery of 
Indiany, and he is called the “wakener.” Well, 
I guess that’s what he is, fer I wuz takin one 
of my cat-naps just as he came on the platform, 
and he hadn’t sed mor’n four words afore I wuz 
wide awake and felt like as if I didn’t want to 
sleep enny more fer six weeks. He don’t talk 
like other peeple. He kinder jerks his words 
out as if he wuz a-slingin them at the peeple, 
and afore he quit he had slung some word at 
everybody in the house. He’s sharp as a tack, 
and the peeple applawded him every time he 
spoke. I enjoyed nuthin better than Meigs. 

The most touchin thing of the convenshun 
wuz when that grate and holy man, Marion Law- 
rance, stood on the platform and sed the time 
had came fer him to give up his offis, fer he 
had been called “up higher,” or somethin of 
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that kind. Oh my! Marthy, how much that 
man must be loved in Ohio. I had often heerd 
of him afore, but had never seen him. He made 
me somehow wish I wuz better. His voice wuz 
tender and lovin-like; and yet he wuz so manly 
lookin. I just fell in love with him, and al- 
though I never knowed him, I cried when he 
sed he wuz a-goin. 

Then the eleckshun came on and a man by 
the name of Clark was eleckted Seckertery to 
take Mr. Lawrance’s place. And when he wuz 
eleckted, Mr. Lawrance went and got him and 
brawt him to the frunt of the stage and pinned 
his badge on him and hugged him, because he 
loved him; and that made me cry. As I wuz 
a-gazin at them through my tears, I saw Mr. 
Lawrance wuz a slim man and Mr. Clark wuz 
a fat man, and I could not help a-thinkin of them 
advertisements what reads “afore and after 
taken,” and that made me laugh, fer which I 
trust the Lord will fergive me. Then Seckertery 
Clark made a little speech which wuz so full of 
love that I cried agin. O Marthy, that wuz the 
most moovin meetin of the convenshun, fer it 
showed how much like Jesus peeple can be if 
they only let Jesus come into their hearts. 
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I cannot tell you of the “Around the Tables,” 
and speeches and Primary doins and all the 
other things what went on till I come home. 

Marthy, you know I allers wuz opposed to 
county and township convenshuns, but I am a- 
comin home a Sunday Skool man and am goin 
to tend everythin of the kind I can get to, and 
am a-goin to do what I can fer our township 


after I visit “Lige.” 
Yures truly, 


TIMOTHY STAND-BY. 
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MAKING A PROGRAM. 
Timothy Stirs Up the Township Secretary and 
Protests Against the Puerile Style 
of Program Making. 
Brusu Fork, Aug. 10, 1899. 

Dear Marrtuy :—It is now long past candle- 
lightin time, and here I am a-sittin to home, 
whilst yure a-havin a grate visit down to Sol’s. 
I know yure havin a grand time, fer our oldest 
boy, from the time he wuz a tad, wuz allers a- 
doin somethin nice for his maw. 

You remember when I come back from Ma- 
rion how I talked nuthin, day or nite, but the 
convenshun, and how I sed I wuz a-goin to find 
out who our township seckertery wuz, and I wuz 
a-goin to take down a long “stirrer” and try 
to do some stirrin among his dry bones. Well, 
what I sed, I wuz a-goin to purform. The Lord 
a-helpin Timothy, Israel Township ain’t no 
longer a-goin to be the tale-end of the Sunday 
Skool percesshun. 

I inquired rite smart around Brush Fork to 


find out who wuz a-holdin down the honor of 
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bein township seckertery of Israel Township. 
No buddy seemed to know nuthin about him. 
The stores didn’t know nuthin; the blacksmith 
didn’t know nuthin; and even our preecher, 
Uriah Rogers Prejudice, didn’t know nuthin. 
Fer three blessed hours I walked around Brush 
Fork, like Diogenes, a-lookin fer a man or a 
woman—lI didn’t know which. 

At last, in desperashun, I asked the post- 
master if he knowed of enny livin bein, mail 
or femail, in Israel Township who had bin a- 
holdin down the high and holy honor of bein 
“township seckertery.” 

“Why, of course,” he sed, “and you know 
him too; for he lives rite on the farm adjoiriin 
yours. His name is Samuel Puttyman.” 

Land sakes! Marthy, just a-think on it onct. 
Sam Puttyman,—Jim Puttyman’s oldest boy— 
who fer thirty-five years has lived a-joinin us, 
and we didn’t know nuthin about his bein our 
township seckertery. 

Well, I went rite down to Sam Puttyman, 
and I intervewed him. 

“Sam Puttyman,” sed I, “do you mean to 
say that you are the township seckertery of 
Sunday Skool doins in Israel Township ?” 
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SAM PUTTYMAN. 
The Hibernated Israel Township Seckertery. 


“Y-q-a-s,” he sed, kinder drawlin-like. “Well, where's yure 
lite?” sed I. 
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“Y-g-a-s,” he sed, kinder drawlin-like. 

“Well, where’s yure lite?” sed I. “Where’s 
yure lite—yure lite? Sam Puttyman, you’ve bin 
a-hidin of it under a bushel, or else it haz blowed 
out. The idee of you a-drivin yure cows through 
our lane twict a day and never speekin a word 
about the Sunday Skool Associashun. Sam,” 
sez I, kinder excited-like, “Where's yure lite?” 

I wuz kinder sorry I brawt him up so suddin- 
like, fer he acted like as if the judgment-day wuz 
come and he wuz a-standin with his lite blowed 
out, and the oil all gone. So I kinder kammed 
down, and sed, as mild as possible: 

“T’ve bin to the Marion Convenshun, and 
I’ve come over with my ‘stirrer’ to stir you up— 
as it were; to ‘provoke you to love and good 
works,’ accordin to Scripter.” 

Well, Marthy, I can’t rite everythin what 
wuz sed, but Timothy’s stirrer did good work 
and it wuzzent long till Samuel Puttyman dis- 
kivered that the township seckerteryship of Is- 
rael Township, which he had buried in a nap- 
kin, Timothy Stand-by had dug up and brawt 
to lite. Why, Marthy, the last township con- 
venshun wuz held eight years ago, and fer eight 
years Jim Puttyman’s big boy had bin a-sittin 
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on the office of township seckertery a-holdin it 
down. 

Afore I left him he had promised to git up 
a convenshun this fall. He spoke somethin 
about furgitten who the president wuz, and that 
he would have to git up the program himself. 

“What you goin to have on the program?” 
sed I. . 

“Well,” sed he, “there’s the Presbyterian 
quire, they can sing a peece; and the Methodists 
has a little girl what’s good at speekin, and the 
Congregashunals can git up a dialog, and 
preecher U. R. Prejudice sed he had an address 
on the ‘Bible and the Higher Crickets,’ and— 
and—” 

“Now,” sed I, “hold on there, Sam! Israel 
Township Sunday Skool Convenshun ain’t a- 
goin to be no Sunday Skool ecksibishun, nor 
debatin club, if Timothy has ennything to do with 
it. What bizness has speekin peeces in a Sun- 
day Skool convenshun? Convenshuns is no 
place fer entertainment and show-off. They’s 
- fer eddicashun! Where’s the place for Normal 
work, and Primary work, and the Home De- 
partment? Convenshuns is no time fer passin 
around taffy to the churches. They’s fer helpin 
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teechers to find out how to teach better, and 
suprintendents how to suprintend better, and 
the like.” 

“Took a-here, Timothy Stand-by,” sed Sam, 
“them high-toned notions you got up there at 
Marion won’t never do in Brush Fork. Why, 
ther’s no use of havin a convenshun in Israel 
Township if there aint a-goin to be no speekin 
or singin by the children. The Methodists 
would never come near the thing if Willie Crane 
couldn’t speek the peece he got off on Chil- 
dren’s Day; and the Presbyterians wouldn’t 
never git over the slite if the little Jones twins 
couldn’t sing that little dewett they sang last 
Christmas. I tell you, Bruther Stand-by,” he 
sed, waxin kinder warm, “Marion or no Ma- 
rion convenshun, so long as Samuel Puttyman 
is the township seckertery of Israel Township 
there’s got to be speekin and singin by the 
skools in the convenshun! There’s no use of 
talkin enny more about it, for /’m the secker- 
tery and /’m a-gittin up this program.” 

Well, Marthy, with them words sed, I left 
for home, and Sam’s a-goin on with the program 
in the old way. If your Timothy didn’t do 
nuthin else with his stirrer than to stir the town- 
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ship seckertery out of his hole, he did that 
much. I spose we'll have to stand the speekin 
and singin—but if Timothy has the Lord on 
his side ther’ll be a new seckertery in Israel 
Township next year; for Sam Puttyman has 
seen the “handwritin on the wall.” 

Our Sunday Skool suprintendent, Bruther 
Decker, came over a while ago to find out sum- 
thin about the Ohio Sunday Skool Associashun. 
He had in his hand a big envelop with a busted 
fire-cracker printed on it in flarin red. He sed 
he had just got it out of the offis and wuz inter- 
ested in the contents. The first thing he pulled 
out of the envelop wuz a fire-cracker—and he 
passed it over to me. 

“Well!” sed I, kinder fergettin myself, “I'll 
be blowed!” (for which I hope the Lord will 
fergive me). 

“No, you won’t be blowed,” sed Bruther 
Decker, “fer it says on the fire-cracker, ‘Don’t 
fire me; just pull the string.’ ”’ 

“Will it go off?” sed I. 

“No,” sed Bruther Decker. 

Well, I held the thing off at arm’s-length, 
and shut my eyes and gritted my teeth, and 
pulled the string, when, lands sakes! I pulled 
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out a little circlar from the State Seckertery, 
which sed he wanted our stiprintendent to read 
everything in the envelop, and to observe “As- 
sociashun Day” on September 24. 

Marthy, that fire-cracker has set our suprin- 
tendent all on fire. How great a matter a lit- 
tle fire-cracker kindleth! and, even though 
Preecher Prejudice objects, our skool is a-goin 
to use the ““Associashun Day Exercises,” which 
the State Associashun is givin away to every 
skool what wants them, fer nuthin, and we're 
a-goin to sing that grate song printed in it, what 
carried away the Marion convenshun, “To the 
Harvest Field.” 

Marthy, when Sam Puttyman gits through 
with them exercises he'll know lots more than 
he does now, and the handwritin on the wall 
will blaze out mor’n ever. 

The oil’s burnt out and I’ve got to quit. 

Yures truly, 
TrmMoTHY STAND-BY. 
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III. 


THE UNIFORM LESSONS. 


Timothy Opens the Eyes of Preecher Prejudice 
on the International Lesson Question. 


Brusu Fork, Sept. 15, 1899. 

Dear Martuy :—Bein as it is two weeks yet 
afore you start from Sol’s to come home to the 
boosum of your famly I’ll have to tell you about 
a kind of a seeance I had with preecher U. R. 
Prejudice nite afore last. 

You know he has bin dead sot agin Sunday 
Skool Convenshuns and everything else what 
isn’t signed, seeled and delivered by his own 
denominashun ; and when he heerd that our su- 
printendent, Bruther Decker, wuz agoin to use 
the Associashun Day Exercises this year in our 
skool, he had a sort of kinnipshun fit, and began 
to “rare around the church lot”—sos to speek— 
as tho he wuz a-goin to reduce the grate Ohio 
Sunday Skool Associashun to dust and ashes 
and cast it into the waters of Brush Fork Crick. 
It seems as he haddent quite got over his spell 
when he put into the post-offis after his evenin 


mail. 
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You know Marthy, that me and the preecher 
has differed rite smart on sanctiferkashun, for 
he’s one of them peeple what says they can’t 
never sin. He hasn’t bin a-callin on me to pray 
in meetin since we had our last skirmish on that 
pint of doktrin, and he’s been kinder perpin- 
dickler in his attitood toward your Timothy, 
which it seems wasn’t helped enny by my goin 
to the Marion Convenshun. As he had bin away 
to camp meetin I haddent seen him since I came 
home. No sooner had I sot my eyes on him 
than I went up—cordial like—to shake hands 
with him; and I sed, “Why how do you do, 
Preecher Prejudice? Glad to see you back! 
Hope you had as grate a blessin down to camp 
meetin as I got in a-goin to the State Sunday 
Skool Convenshun!” 

Now, Marthy, I didn’t intend doin nuthin 
what would excite the preecher. If I had only 
knowed he was just a-gittin over a spell of holy 
anger about Associashun Day Exercises I 
wouldn’t have sed a word. I noticed he wuz a- 
lookin a little biled lobster-like round his neck, 
and that his cheeks wuz highly cullered, but I 
thawt that was tan from his vacashun at the 
camp meetin. 
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I haddent no sooner spoke than Bruther 
Prejudice onct more assumed his recent perpin- 
dickler attitood and sed, “Mr. Stand-by, I've 
heerd about you a-bein carried away by the 
‘divers and strange docktrins’ of the State Sun- 
day Skool Convenshun, and how you have 
brawt its unholy influence to Brush Fork, and 
moved upon Bruther Decker, until he is sot on 
a-havin ‘Associashun Day’ in our skool.” (By 
this time, Marthy, he wuz a-standin up so strait 
that he leaned over backwards, but he kept rite 
on talkin.) 

“Mr. Stand-by, you have bin a thorn in the 
flesh of your preecher fer almost a year, and you 
are departin so fur from the old ways that it is 
with grate difficulty I can call you ‘Bruther.’ 
Do you know that the grate Apossle Paul wuz 
once in a spirit of proffisy, and he looked down 
the ages and saw the peeple leavin their holiness 
behind and goin to Sunday Skool convenshuns, 
and he sed, ‘Come ye out from among them and 
be ye separate; touch not the unclean thing?’ ” 

Then I spoke up and sed, “Bruther Preju- 
dice, I’m not a higher cricket, but I can’t never 
think that Paul had such good eyesite that he 
could diskiver a Sunday Skool convenshun 2000 
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years away, and ure a-stretchin Scripter; as 
sure as Timothy Stand-by is a-standin in the 
post-offis, yure a-stretchin Scripter fer the sake 
of makin a pint. Why don’t you be honest, and 
come rite out like a man and tell what you've 
got agin convenshuns, anyhow?” 

Marthy, that wuz an awful way to talk to the 
Lord’s anointed ; but that’s what I sed, fer which 
I hope the Lord will fergive me. The remarks 
(even if they wuz out of place) kinder cooled the 
preecher off, and his neck was soon bleeched to 
its nateral culler. 

“Now, Bruther Stand-by,” sed the preecher, a- 
rubbin of his hands with a kind of pius twist, 
“let us remember to be calm _ nd collected as 
we talk over this matter. The facts is these :— 
In the first place our skool don’t need no con- 
venshuns. We've bin gittin along pretty well 
fer 30 years, and, by follering the pints we get 
every now and then from the Quarterly, our 
skool is improvin. And in the second place, con- 
venshuns takes away money from our skool what 
ought to be paid on supportin the preecher, and 
they never git nothin back fer it.” Marthy, 
when he had got them two pints in, I wuz full 


to runnin over with what the squire calls “evi- 
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PREECHER PREJUDICE. 
Who is Dead Sot Agin Sunday School Convenshuns. 


“T had no sooner spoke than Bruther Prejudice assumed his per- 
pindickler attitood.” 
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dence in rebuttal,” and I “opened my mouth 
wide” (ackordin to Scripter) and the Lord filled 
ie 

“Look a-here, Bruther Prejudice,” sed I, 
“don't our skool use the Internashunal System 
of Uniform Bible Lessons?” 

“No!” he sed emphatic-like, “we use the 
Quarterlies and the lesson leaves.” 

“Well,” said I, “that’s what I mean. Don’t 
our skool study the same Scripter each Sunday 
as the Congregashunals and the Baptists and 
the: We Bsc, 

“Why of course,” he sed, “it’s bin a-doin 
that fer yeers; have you anything agin that in 
your Associashun ?” 

“Agin it!’ sed I, “Lands sakes, no! Why, 
that’s what the State Sunday Skool Associashun 
stands fer.” 

“Well,” sed the preecher, we can stand 
fer them lessons ourselves, without enny help 
from the Associashun, fer we buy ’em from our 
Board of Publicashun and pay for ’em every 
quarter.” : 

“Yes,” sed I ‘and your Board of Publica- 
shun gits them very lessons from this Associa- 
shun. The fact is, Bruther Prejudice, yure ex- 
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posin yure ignorance. You don’t seem to know 
nuthin about the Organized Sunday Skool Work. 
Why, this Associashun yure a-fightin, is the very 
one what gives yure skool, and all other skools, 
the lessons yure usin every week. And fer al- 
most thirty years you've bin a-usin them! Just 
a-think on it! And here you be, dead sot agin 
our skool’s a-payin ennything to support the 
Associashun what keeps the lessons a-goin. 
And, what’s more, yure a-fightin it.’ (1 wuz 
waxin warm then, Marthy, but I kep a-goin.) 
“T tell you, Preecher Prejudice, if yure really a 
holy sanctified man, it’s my noshun that it would 
be a rite pius thing in the site of the Lord, fer 
you to help a little, and not be a-pourin water 
on the very fire what cooks yure dinner.” 
“Preecher Prejudice,” sed I, a-goin rite on, 
“de you know where the improvements in our 
skool has come frum durin the last 30 yeers? 
Do you? You say our skool gits its improve- 
ments frum pints in the Quarterlies. But where 
did the feller that rites the Quarterlies git his 
pints? Why he picked ’em up at a Sunday 
Skool convenshun somewhere, where the Metho- 
dists and Presbyterians and Baptists and Con- 
gregashunals and U. B’s. and U. P’s. and Re- 
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formed and Disciples and the rest of the denom- 
inashuns all came together and kompared notes ; 
and he diskivered some pints the skools of his 
denominashun wuzzent usin, and he went home 
and printed them in the Quarterly. That's 
where the improvements comes from — from 
Sunday Skool convenshuns; and they have 
kinder seeped into yure skool through the Quar- 
terlies. Why, Bruther Prejudice, yure like a 
feller what likes to drink milk, but don’t believe 
in a-feedin of the critter-what gives it; and what’s 
more, yure chasin around after the cow a-tryin 
to kill her. I tell you, Bruther Prejudice—” 

Well, Marthy, that’s as fer as I got. The 
preecher sed he wuz sorry he couldn’t talk «nny 
longer on the subject now. The last remark 
had reminded him that he had the cows to milk 
a-fore nite, and he left me standin with quite a 
crowd in the post-offis who had bin a-watchin 
the seeance. 

I set to prayin to onct that as he wuz a-milkin 
he would think over the last pint I made and git 
over on the Lord’s side in Sunday Skool work. 
Please jine yure Timothy in this. 

Yures truly, 
TIMOTHY STAND-BY. 
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; EN. 


THE HOME DEPARTMENT. 


Timothy is Made Superintendent and Begins a 
Search for the Visitors, ‘‘ Where’s 
the Wimmen ?’’ 


Brus Fork, Oct. 10, 1899. 

DEAR Martuy:—While yure ekstendin yure 
visit down to Sol’s, things is moovin along at 
Brush Fork jest about the same as when you 
left, except in one partickeler; and that is the 
Sunday Skool. I hev not bin a-buzzin and a 
stirrin around Brush Fork fer four months since 
the State Convenshun without there’s a-beginin 
to show sum results. That’s what one of the 
speekers at the Marion Convenshun sed we 
must work fer. Fer results! 

“Results!” That has bin the one word which 
has bin a-stairin me in the face since I wuz to 
Marion. That wuz what I wuz after when I 
I went on a stirrin expedishun over to Township 
Seckertery Sam Puttyman’s, and also when 
Preecher Prejudice and me had the interestin 
seeance in the post-offis, and, so fer as I can see, 
them two occashuns is a-goin to bring forth 


sum fruit. 
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Fer the last two weeks I’ve bin a-stirrin of 
Suprintendent Decker, and I’ve got him now to 
the place where he has consented to havin a 
Home Department in the Skool. He had an 
awful time a-gettin Preecher Prejudice to even 
look on the skeem with enny degree of tolera- 
shun, but at last, in a minnit of weekness, he 
giv in, and sed, “Well, go ahead; if the thing 
is of the Lord, it will succeed, and if it’s the 
devil’s doins, it will fizzle.” (Marthy, that wuz 
the most filisophikle decishun I ever knowed 
Preecher Prejudice to reach, and I am ashamed 
to think it came on when he wuz in a fit of 
weekness.) 

“Well,” sed Bruther Decker, “who can we 
git fer suprintendent of the department?” 

“Fer suprintendent!” sed the  preecher, 
“why, man, there’s only one person in my mind 
fer that there offs, and that is Mr. Timothy 
Stand-by. I tell you, Bruther Decker,” sed the 
preecher, awful ernest-like, “fer the next few 
yeers | would just pile all the impossible and 
hickery-nut skeems on to Timothy Stand-by. 
If he’s no more sense than to go a-monkeyin 
around convenshuns and a-gettin such outland- 


ish noshuns in that hed of his’n, and then come 
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home and disturb’ the peace of our skool and 
nayborhood by everlastingly a-harpin on em, 
let him pay fer his fun by makin him do em. 
Jest lode him down with things he can’t never 
do, until he ‘brings forth fruits meat fer repent- 
ance’ (accordin to Scripter). I believe the best 
way to kure such a feller is to make him do 
the very things he’s advocatin.” 

What do you think of them remarks, Mar- 
thy, from a sancterfied preecher? 

Well, Bruther Decker did jest what the 
preecher told him, and yure Timothy is this 
very minnit a-holdin down the high and holy 
offs of Suprintendent of the Home Depart- 
ment of the Brush Fork Sunday Skool—an offis 
I never would have took in the wurld exceptin 
under these very tryin and unholy sancterfied 
condishuns. 

I had no sooner got the appintment than I 
realized that I didn’t know nuthin about the 
bizness. On analyzin myself I diskivered that 
I wuz chuck full of the skeem, but didn’t know 
nuthin about how to perform it. So I sent 
“instantur” (as "Squire Holcom used to say) 
to the State Seckertery fer pinters, and in three 
days I had rite smart of circlars about the biz- 


ness. 
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Well, Marthy, the first thing I did after sup- 
per, afore I began to go through them circlars, 
wuz to git down and pray. I told the Lord all 
about the unholy way the hole thing wuz sad- 
dled on me by Preecher U. R. Prejudice, and 
kalled attenshun to his perpindickler attitood, 
and I prayed that his eyes mite be pried open. 
I prayed fer him to help me git a grip on the 
bizness and make it go, not that yure Timothy 
mite have enny glory, but that peeple mite be 
saved. And then I got up and went to stud- 
dyin the dockuments, and afore I piled into bed 
that nite the Home Department wuz as clear 
as our well water, and I had a good under- 
standin of the skeem. Glory! - 

But, Marthy, jest seein through it isn’t 
workin it! fer ’'m a-havin a tuff time rite now 
a-tryin to settle sum things. The thing what 
stumped me most wuz the appintin of viziters. 
The instruckshuns sed they should be wimmin 
of piety and sympathy; wimmin what could be 
trusted with seekrits, if the famly should pour 
them out. in a minnit of confidenshul conversa- 
shun, 

Marthy, rite then and there I come up agin 
my first obstikle. Where wuz the wimmin? 
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I kept askin that question over and over agin; 
Where wuz the wimmin? Where wuz the wim- 
min? And I could git no lite. I turned in 
pretty soon, and when | wuz a-layin on the flat 
of my back I got to thinkin about the viziters. 
I let my mind run way down to the end of 
Main street, and I took house after house and 
put every woman in the balance, and when they 
wuz weighed they wuz found wantin. 

The first person what came to my mind wuz 
Lyze Tellum, but she wouldn’t do; fer while 
she prays lots in meetin and allers has sumthin 
to say in klass, and vizits the sick lots, and is 
a kind of second-grade angel of lite, she’d never 
do fer viziter, fer she kant keep nuthin to her- 
self. She prayed the other nite in meetin, ‘““Keep 
thou my lips,” and afore I knowed it I hollered 
out “Amen!” fer I knowed that Lyze cuddent 
keep em, all by herself. Just a-think of Lyze 
a-visitin of the Joneses and a-bein let into sum 
of the secrets of that family. Why, Marthy, 
she’d tell it confidenshul-like all over town afore 
two weeks, and the Home Department would be 
busted! Lyze won't do! 


Then I got to thinkin about Liney Gadder. 
She came pretty nigh a-fittin the qualificashuns 
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fer a viziter. The only thing agin Caroline Gad- 
der is that she would lay lots of stress on the 
fact that she wuz a wiziter. As Preecher Preju- 
dice would say, “She wouldn’t differenshiate be- 
tween a vizit and a call.” She’d vizit every time. 
She’d go in and take off her duds and stay to 
supper. Liney’s a mitey good woman, and she 
has “stayin qualities,’ but she’d show em off 
along the wrong lines. Liney Gadder won’t do. 

Marthy, that’s the way I weighed the wimmin 
all along Main street, and they wuz all a-found 
wantin in sum partickeler pint. I halted be- 
tween two opinyuns fer some time over Ruth 
Pius. 

Now Ruth Pius has qualificashuns pretty 
near perfect fer a viziter, and if I wuz a-markin 
her pints I'd mark her 100 on all but one, and 
insted of lackin in that one she’d be a-runnin 
over, and would bring about 120. 

Marthy, I beleeve you can gess what that 
pint is without me a-tellin you. The fact is 
she’s too awful relijus actin. She has zeal 
without knowledge. If Ruth Pius wuz appinted 
viziter, the very first thing she’d do would be 
to walk all around town with her Bible under 
her arm, and would begin to call on the naybors 
and talk about relijun. She wouldn’t have no 
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tack. She would put over to the Smith’s, in- 
stantur, and would call Sally Smith out from 
her washtub and make her sit down, and would 
say that in the opinyun of Timothy Stand-by 
she didn’t studdy her Bible enuff, and so he has 
organized a Home Department fer the relijus 
training of the peeple what kant or don’t want 
to git to Sunday Skool; and then she’d say 
(quicker than scat), “Let us pray.” And she’d 
drop on her nees and begin a-prayin in that 
squeekin and _ hair-splittin voice of hern, to 
“Have mercy on the Smith family and fergive 
em fer not bein better Bible stoodents;’ and, 
all the time she’d be a-prayin, Sally Smith would 
be a-thinkin the suds wuz a-gittin cold, and 
would wish that Ruth Pius and Timothy Stand- 
by and his Home Department wuz in Ginny. 

I tell you, Marthy, it’s an awful thing to 
have relijun without common hoss-sence; and 
Ruth Pius won’t never do fer a viziter. 

I’m still a-prayin and a-weighin, and I want 
you to jine me, that I may yet lay hold on four 
wimmin what has four things, as follows: Re- 
lijun, consecrashun, common-sence and grit. 

“Where's the wimmin?” 

Yures truly, 
TIMOTHY STAND-BY. 
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We 


THE VISITORS APPOINTED. 


After Much Praying and Weighing, Timothy Selects 
His Home Department Visitors. 


BrusH Fork, Nov. 10, 1899. 

DEAR Martuy:—Its way past candle-litin 
time, and if I’m a-goin to rite you a letter to- 
nite I can’t spend no time in perliminerries. 
You know the closin wail in konklushun of my 
last letter wuz, “Where's the wimmin?” for I 
knowed as well as I know that yure Timothy 
was named after Paul’s son in the gospil that if 
that sollum question wuz not ansered, the Home 
Department of Brush Fork Sunday Skool would 
be busted afore it wuz begun. I kept on a-prayin 
and a-weighin fer two weeks, and then I wuz 
purswaded that four wimmin wuz eleckted as viz- 
iters and I perseeded at onct to make their ‘“‘cal- 
lin and eleckshun shure,” (ackordin to Scripter.) 

The first name I lit on wuz Rachel Love. I 
weighed her on the Home Department skails 
five times afore I settled’on her fer a viziter; 


and each time I passed her by as “found wantin,” 
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sumthin inside sed “Timothy yure makin a mis- 
take! Rachel’s all rite!’ I wuz mitey slow a- 
changin my mind, fer she’s the last one I 
would a-picked on. She’s so quiet-like and re- 
tirin that I thawt there wuz nuthin in her. 

I didn’t know her very well, because fer 
almost twenty yeers she’s bin a-kept home by 
a big famly of childern, and she’s just got to 
where she can git out. When I went to see her 
about bein a viziter she sed she got so used to 
stayin to home and a-keepin out of things that 
it wuz kinder second-natur to her now. She sed 
“no one had ever asked her afore to do enny- 
thing in the church. She wuzzent shure she 
could do it, but she’d ask the Lord to help her 
_ and she’d do the best she knowed how.” , 

My! Marthy! that wuz comfortin talk; and 
afore she could change her mind, I sed, “Rachel 

ve, yure appinted!”’ 

I tell you when I walked out of Rachel 
Love's frunt yard that nite, and hooked the gate, 
I sed “Glory! the Home Department of Brush 
Fork Sunday Skool has began.” 

The secund viziter is Faith Ollum. Marthy, 
I believe she wuz just 4-ordaned and predescu- 
lated from the foundashun of the wurld to be a 
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viziter. I can’t ackount fer my a-skippin her 
when I weighed the wimmin on Main street. I 
didn’t onct think of her till I met her at the post- 
offis, and all to onct I sed to myself, “Faith, thou 
art the woman!” And when I told her what 
I wanted, she sed “She'd just the nite afore told 
the Lord that she’d do what he wanted her to do 
and go where he wanted her to go, and, the 
Lord a-helpin of her, she wuz reddy.”’ And she 
no sooner’n sed it afore I grabbed her hand and 
shook it like as if it wuz a fellership meetin ; and 
I sed “glory” twict, fer I wuz a-gittin on the 
mountin top. And when I kammed down I sed 
(kinder sollum-like), “Faith Olhem, yure ap- 
pinted!” 

The third viziter wuz Susan Anker — Sam 
Anker’s widder. Since Sam wuz killed in the 
runaway she’s bin in awful trubble, and its bin a 
kind of refinin fire fer her. She wuz out to pray- 
er meetin; and durin the speekin she sed she 
had “rolled her burdin over on the Lord, and had 
resolved to do sumthin fer him.” Then sum- 
thin inside sed “Timothy, there’s yure chance ;” 
and rite after meetin I went after her and laid the 
hole matter on her conshence. She sed she 


“wuzzent expectin the Lord to take her at her 
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FAITH OLLOM. 
The Brush Fork Home Department Viziter. 


“She wuz 4-ordained and predesculated from the foundashun 


of the wurld to be a viziter.” 
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wurd so quick, but she’d do it, the Lord a-helpin 
her.” Then fer just a minnit I shouted, Halle- 
luyer! and wound up by sayin, “Susan Anker, 
yure appinted!” 

Now, Marthy, if you could figger out who 
the last viziter is I’d let you figger, but you can’t 
never gess; so I'll tell you rite now. Viziter 
Number 4 is Jane P. Thomas. The “P” stands 
fer Prejudice, fer Jane is Preecher Prejudice’s 
oldest married dawter. 

Lands sake! mebby I wuzzent suprized 
when she came over after milkin last nite. I'd 
just got down the Bible to studdy the Sunday 
Skool lesson when I heerd a modest-like rap at 
the door, and when I opened it, if there didn’t 
stand Jane. Of course I invited her rite in, and 
she’d no sooner’n got sot than she sed: 

“Well, Bruther Stand-by, I reckon you'll be 
suprized at my bizness to-nite but I’ve come 
over to say that if yu’d like to have me fer one 
of yure viziters in the Home Department I’d be 
glad to be one of ’em.” 

Sakes alive! Marthy! if my hair didn’t begin 
to rise then, my name’s not Timothy. Just a- 
think on it, Preecher Prejudice’s married dawter 


a viziter in what her Paw thawt wuz such an 
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unholy thing as the Home Department. I didn’t 
know what to say: 

“Why-a-a y-a-a-s,” I sed “Y-a-a-s,” (a- 
drawlin-like, kinder waitin to kollect my thawts,) 
“Y-a-a-s—The Home Department—Y-a-a-s ;” 
and then not knowin jest what more to say jest 
then I sed “Y-a-a-s—glad to see you, Jane.” 

“Yes ;” sed Jane, “I’ve bin a-thinkin about 
the posserbilerties of the Home Department and 
what mitey good it can be a-doin if it can only 
be got to workin. Why there’s Grandma Wil- 
liams, what hasn’t bin out to preechin or Sunday 
Skool for fifteen yeers. She'll be mitey glad to 
be mixed up in sum church doins agin. And 
there’s Phil Owen, the old Welshman whats bin 
shut in one room fer 8 yeers a-gaspin fer 
breath with asmay and a-smokin of kubebs fer 
to be eezed. He \yuz a good man to attend Sun- 
day Skool meetin when he wuz sound. It 
would give Philip rite smart of plazure to study 
the lesson between his spells.” 

And so she went on, Marthy, a-pickin out az- 
maticks and rumaticks and peekid folks by the 
score. And when I got a chance I sed in my 
most sollum tone, “Jane Prejudice Thomas, 


yure appinted.” 
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I wuz afeered to ask her how it all happined, 
fer I didn’t want to stir up no hornets nest when 
the mowin machine wuz, wurkin clear of it. 

After Jane had went I got down on my nees 
and poured out my sole in praise fer being 
helped out of a mitey tite place; and then I got 
out my klass book, and rote on the back cover 
the viziters names as follers: “Faith Ollum, 
Susan Anker, Rachel Love, and Jane P. 
Thomas ;” and as I looked em over I diskivered 
that I had Faith and Love, and I wished mitey 
bad that Susan’s name wuz “Hope’’—but its the 
next thing fer its Anker, and an anker stands 
fer hope. “Faith, Anker and Love.” That’s pretty 
nigh bein “Faith, Hope and Charity.” These 
with the preecher’s dawter throwed in, will make 
a powerful set of viziters. We are to meet on 
Thursday nite to pray and deestrict off the wurk. 

I tell you, Marthy, I am awful glad the wim- 
min is found, and the Home Department of 
Brush Fork Sunday Skool is on the hyway to 
success, and by the time of the Israel Township 
convenshun, in jest, three weeks, yure Timothy 
expecs to report the first Home Department 
in the county. Glory! | Yures truly, 

TrmotHy STAND-BY. 
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VI. 


THE “INDEPENDENTS.” 


Timothy Argues the Merits of the Organized Sun=- 
day School Movement with Superintendent 
SKlusive. 


JeRIKO Kort House, Dec. 10, 1899. 

DrEAR Martuy:—lIt’s a grate pity that the 
very minnit you come back from a-vizitin down 
to Sol’s, I wuz summined to the County Seet 
to sit onto the Grand Jury. I never had a 
hankerin fer jury bizness, and I allers sed Jeriko 
Kort House wuzzent the most edyfyin place in 
Ameriky. But when the Kort sez “come,” 
there’s no way of gittin out of it. So I’m a- 
makin it part of my relijun now to stand by the 
Kort House and see that justice is dun, “tho 
the heavens fall” (ackordin to the poet). 

The thing what makes me feel almost as 
bad as a-leavin of you, Marthy, is a-bein away 
from the Home Department of Brush Fork Sun- 
day Skool; for you know it’s rite smart of a 
week child, and I’ve bin a-frettin over it; I know 
it’s foolish-like fer me to be so solicitin about 
it, fer afore I left Brush Fork, Jane Prejudice 
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Thomas promised me she’d sit her foot onto 
it; and you know, Marthy, that when Jane Preju- 
dice sits her foot down on enny livin thing, 
there’s no such thing as its gitting away. She 
sed I needn’t wurry enny more about Preecher 
Prejudice a-jumpin onto the Home Department, 
fer she could keep her Paw off better than enny 
buddy else in Brush Fork—and I gess she can! 

Of course I wouldn’t think of putting up enny 
where else in Jeriko Kort House but at the home 
of my blessed sister Mandy. She knows how 
to make her brother Timothy mitey comfortable. 

After supper to-nite | went up town and hung 
around the square a-watchin of the peeple. About 
eight o’clock, after stoppin at the butcher’s fer 
three pounds of stake for Mandy, I stepped into 
Tucker’s shoe store, jest to be soshal-like for a 
minnit. I hadden’t no more’n shut the door 
afore Rube Tucker sed: “Bruther Stand-by, let 
me introduce you to Bruther Sklusive, Suprin- 
tendent of the Independent Sunday Skool of 
Jeriko Kort House,” Jest a-think on it, Mar- 
thy; if there I wuzzent standin face to face with 
one of them “Independents.” 

“Glad to see yer!” sed I. “Ever since I 
wuz to the Marion Convenshun there’s nobuddy 
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I'd rather meet than a Sunday Skool man. 
How’s yure skool gettin along?” sedI. “I spose 
here in the city you’ve got a Home Department 
and a Normal Klass and, and everything what’s 
up to date in Sunday Skool doins.” 

“O, yes!” sed Bruther Sklusive, kinder im- 
portant-like. 

“And what do you think of the blessins what’s 
awaitin fer us in the Internashunal Lessons for 
next yeer?” sed I. 

“We don’t use the Internashunal Lessons in 
our skool!” sed Bruther Sklusive. 

“You don’t use em!” sed I, kinder astonished- 
like. ‘What do you use?” 

“Well,” sed he, “we use the ‘Konnectid sis- 
tem, 

“Konnectid with what?” sed I. 

“Konnectid together!” sed Bruther Sklusive, 
emphatick-like. “Our Skool, Mr. Stand-by, is 
one of the ‘Independents.’ We used to use the 
Internashunals, but we got up a sistem of les- 
sons all fer ourselves what’s better than enny 
sistem that has ever bin. We’ve dun affiliatin 
with the County and State Associashuns, and 
we're goin it alone, with nuthin to molest us! 
The ‘Independents’ insists that things must be 


konnectid.” 
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He was rite smart excited, Marthy; and jest 
why, fer the life of me, I couldn’t tell. 

“Well! Bruther Sklusive,’ sed I, kinder 
meditatin-like, “if them things yure a-tellin is 
facts, it mite be more in keepin if you labeled 
yure sistem of lessons the ‘Disconnected sistem,’ 
fer its pulled you out of the percesshun, and 
you don’t seem to be no longer marchin with 
the grate army of twenty-milyun peeple what's 
a studdyin the same passage of Scripter every 
Sunday. It kinder looks as if you preferred to 
have a little percesshun all by yourself.” 

“Yaas!” sed ’Bruther Sklusive; ‘‘we’re ‘Jn- 
dependents, you see; and we don’t believe in 
givin the same Scripter to big and little folks. 
We beleeve in gradid lessons—in givin the little 
peeple Bibie stories; the young folks, biography, 
and the Bible klass, docktrin.” 

“Well, Bruther Sklusive,” sed I, “you don’t 
have to go skippin all over the Bible and pickin 
out diffrent Scripter to do that. Let me give 
you a pinter,” sed I (a-drawin out of my pocket 
Mandy’s beef stake and spreadin it out on a 
newspaper on the kounter.) “Now,” sed_ I, 
“there's a beef stake I’m takin home for break- 


fast. To-morrow mornin my sister Mandy will 
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SUPRINTENDENT SKLUSIVE. 
Who Has No Use for the Internashunal Lessons. 


“We're dun affiihatin with the County and State Associashuns, 
and we're goin’ it alone, with nuthin to molest us. The 
‘Independents’ insist that things must be konnectid.” 
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cook that stake fer the famly. She’ll fry a good 
jucy peece fer her son Jim, the blacksmith, then 
she’ll broil a tender peece next to the bone fer 
the growin grandchildren; and then she'll make 
a broth or sum beef-tea out of sum of it fer Jim’s 
baby, and it wouldn’t make enny difference which 
peece she took, it would make beef-tea just the 
same. You see, its the same beef and she makes 
it feed the hole famly by jest preparin it to fit. 
That’s the way it is with the Bible, Bruther Sklu- 
sive,” sed I, “the same bit of Scripter can be 
fixed to fit the lambs as well as the sheep. The 
lambs can git the juce, and the old sheep in the 
Bible klass will find enuff docktrin to chaw on 
to keep em busy long after the suprintendent 
rings the bell to quit feedin.” 

Marthy, about this time I wuz a-havin grate 
liberty (like as if I wuz exortin in a big meetin) 
and I went rite on. I sed: 

“Bruther Sklusive, the real Konnectid sistem 
is the Internashunal lessons. They’re mitey well 
konnectid! In the fust place, they’re konnectid 
with the Bible; second, they’re konnectid with 
the great Internashunal and State Sunday Skool 
Associashuns ; third, they’re konnectid with all of 


God’s people, and twenty milyun of peeple whats 
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! itll lil 


THE BEEF-STAKE ARGUMENT. 
In Rube Tucker’s Shoe Store at the County Seat. 


“The lambs can git the juce, and the old sheep in the Bible klass 
will find enuff doktrin to chaw on to ’em bizzy long after 


the Suprintendent rings the bell to quit feedin.” 
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studdyin of em; and fourth, they’re konnectid 
together as is no other lessons. Wuz you aware, 
Mr. Sklusive,” sed I, “that on January Ist, the 
Internashunal lessons begins a-studyin the life 
of Jesus, and fer a yeer and a half it don’t do 
nuthin else? Isn’t that konnectid enuff fer enny 
buddy?” sed I. 

Marthy, I sorter shut off steam then, and 
slowed down to where I asshured Bruther Sklu- 
sive that I didn’t have nuthin agin him fer not 
usin the Internashunal lessons, and that I wuz 
glad he had found a way of studyin the Bible 
what suited him better. But when I remember- 
ed he had sed he wuzzent affiliatin with the Sun- 
day Skool Associashun I went on: 

“Bruther Sklusive,” sed I, “I don’t under- 
stand why a-studdyin of a different course of 
lessons makes you pull off from our great Sun- 
day Skool Associashun. Did you say you had 
a Home Department?” 

oT aasts: 

“And a Normal Department?” 

Vass 

“And all the improvements in Sunday Skool 
work?” 

Ta aasas 
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“Well, Bruther Sklusive,’”’ sed I, “don’t you 
know all them things have been brawt to yure 
very skool doors by the Sunday Skool Asso- 
cioshun? It has bin a-comin along by yure 
skool every yeer and a droppin improvements 
on yure doorstep, and you’ve been a-takin them 
in and usin em. In 1865, it dropped a black- 
board at yure door, and you’ve bin a-usin it ever 
since. A little while after that it dropped a 
Leaf Cluster at yure skool door, and you took 
it in and used it. - It dropped a new plan for a 
Sunday Skool room at yure door, and when you 
built yure new church you used it. It dropped 
the Home Department and the Normal klass 
and the Cradel Roll and a hundred other im- 
_ provements and you took them in and used 
them, never stoppin to say “Thank you!”” About 
1873 it dropped the Internashunal Sistem of 
Uniform lessons at yure door, and you took 
it in and used it fer twenty yeers. And now, 
becaus yure tryin a new sistem, that’s no reason 
why you should give a cold shoulder to the 
friend what’s bin a-givin you all the other bless- 
ins yure holdin on to.” 

“Mr. Sklusive,” sed I, “I’ve just one more 
thing to say to you afore I go. I know a man 
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who claims he’s a relashun of yures by marriage. 
His name is Aginnus. He used to live in the 
country, where there wuz mud roads, and no 
konveenyunses. Ten yeers ago he mooved to 
town so’s his boy could get an eddicashun. He 
struck a arteshun well on his town lot soon 
after he moved, and he at onct cut off the 
water company’s water, and has ever since bin 
agin the water company. He stands round 
where the water company’s men is a-workin and 
gits pinters as to how they lay pipes and make 
konnecshuns, and then he uses the pints he picks 
up on his own sistem. Now and then he buys 
some pipe of the water company, but he’s dead 
sot agin it. He talks agin it, and votes agin 
it. The city water works is a grate blessin to 
all the rest of the peeple, but he’s agin the hole 
thing becaus he has got a well of his own and 
he’s “Independent.” He likes livin where the 
streets are sprinkled and the lawns are kept 
green, but he’s agin the water company. He’s 
‘Independent.’ See!” 

I'd oughter quit then, Marthy, and let that 
soke in. That’s what I did fer a minnit, and 
then I closed as follers: 


“T’m sorry I’ve dun most of the talkin, 
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Bruther Sklusive, but I’m a-makin it my bizness 
to be a brite and shinin lite fer the Sunday Skool 
cause, and when I find a feller what needs illu- 
minatin I turn on the elecktricity.” 

“Israel Township Convenshun is soon a- 
comin off and I want to invite you over. Don’t 
be afraid to come becaus you don’t use the In- 
ternashunal Lessons. We love you just the 
same. We'll keep on a-givin you all the good 
things whether you come or not, but it. would 
look a-mitey site more considerate, if the “In- 
dependents” of Jeriko Kort House would jine 
in with the other skools of the county.” 

Marthy! What do you think Bruther Sklu- 
sive sed. He sed, “I’ll be thar!” Glory. 

Yures truly, 
TrmotHy STAND-BY. 
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VII. 


THE TOWNSHIP CONVENTION. 
Timothy’s Account of the First Session of the 


Annual Convention of Israel Township. 
BrusH Fork, Jan. 11, 1900. 

Dear SistER Manpy:—I would be mitey 
ungrateful fer all the kindness eckstended to 
yure bruther Timothy when he wuz attendin 
Kort at Jeriko Kort House if I didn’t give you 
an ackount of the proceedins of Israel Town- 
ship Convenshun what wuz held over to Bald 
Knobs last week. You wouldn’t be interested, 
Mandy, if it wuzzent for my a-tellin you, in them 
talks we had after supper, about my Sunday 
Skool eckspeerience since the Marion Conven- 
shun. 

I reckollect that I told you how I wuz de- 
livered from the Egipt of a narrer-minded klass 
leader what couldn’t see nuthin good outside my 
denominashun, and how I wuz led up into the 
Promised Land of an up-to-date Sunday Skool 
man, who loves everybuddy whats a-readin and 
a-teachin God’s Word. 
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I believe I told you about my interview with 
Sam Puttyman, the Seckertery of Israel Town- 
ship, and how I stirred him out of his hole; of 
my seeance with Preecher Prejudice in the post- 
offis; of the skermish I had with Suprintendent 
Decker on observin of Associashun Rally Day; 
of the time I had a-gittin viziters fer the Brush 
Fork Home Department; and the round I had 
with Bruther Sklusive and the Independents at 
Jeriko Kort House. So yure able to foller my 
ackount of the convenshun with pretty ny as 
much interest as though you lived in Brush Fork. 

Marthy and me is a-sittin in the kitchen. 
I’m a-ritin and Marthy’s a-nittin a pair of yarn 
socks fer Sol. Marthy don’t never have enny 
objecshuns to my writin to other folks, ekcept 
that now and then she says: “Now, Timothy, 
don’t be too confidin-like, fer lots of good pee- 
ple is poor critters.” 

Well, it wuz a mitey long time a-fore Sam 
Puttyman got to wurk on the Israel Township 
Convenshun ; and when he did git at it he didn’t 
work enuff to git up a sweat. He didn’t like 
the stirrin-up I give him, and he kinder took 
out his spite by a-gittin up the program without 
consultin enny-buddy. He put off the conven- 
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shun a-hopin that he could remember who wuz 
the president eleckted at the last convenshun, 
eight years back. Furgettin who the President 
wuz, wuz trubblin him more than not holdin of 
the convenshun. Fer five months he kept a- 
lookin over papers in his seckertery and asking 
folks who wuz President; and finally he give it 
up and settled on beginnin the new yeer rite by 
holdin the convenshun, President or no Presi- 
dent. 

The convenshun wuz set fer Bald Knobs, 
and Marthy and me went. We got started about 
eight o’clock, and we wuz the first ones there. 
The church was locked and there wuz no sign 
of a meetin. Marthy couldn’t stand out in the 
cold, so I climbed in the winder and sprung 
the lock on the inside with my jack-nife and 
let Marthy in. The mornin wuz freezin and 
there wuz no fire, but it didn’t take yure bruther 
Timothy long to find kindlin and get one goin. 

While I was buildin the fire Marthy eckser- 
sized herself by ringin the bell. I wuzzent feelin 
like a prayer-meetin just then, and Marthy in- 
terjected one of her comfortin remarks between 
bell-tolls by sayin: “Well, Timothy, I don’t think 
from the look on yure face you need enny fire, 
fer yure hot enuff all ready.” 


THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL MAN 65 


That remark wouldn’t hey bin so irritatin if 
Marthy hadn’t kinder snickered when she sed 
it. Mandy, if my feelins that mornin wuz enny- 
thing else than righteous indignashun I hope 
the Lord will fergive me, fer I was determined 
that Israel Township Convenshun shouldn’t be 
friz out, ennyhow. 

About the time the fire got to roarin good, 
the boy what wuz to build it arrived. He wuz 
surprised to find the fire startid, and sed he come 
over as soon as he saw enny waggons hiched in 
the church lot. He sed his Maw told him 
there wuz no use a-wastin wood by buildin the 
fire until they wuz shure somebuddy wuz a- 
comin. I told him in a filosofic tone that “Time 
and Sunday Skool Convenshuns waits fer no 
man.” 

In about twenty minnits Sam Puttyman’s 
farm wagon came a-rattlin up to the meetin 
house, and in it was Sam Puttyman, Ruth Pius, 
Suprintendent Decker and Jane Prejudice. 
Thomas. The last three, and Marthy and me 
wuz delegashuns from Brush Fork Sunday 
Skool. 

By the time the convenshun wuz to be took 
up about two dozen folks wuz there, includin 
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Preecher Prejudice, who sat on the back seet, 
and Preecher Spishus, the paster of the church, 
who wuz kinder embarrassed by the cool re- 
ception we wuz gittin. He wuz stirrin around 
tryin to make up by smiling and shakin hands 
fer what wuz lackin in attenshuns and comfort. 

At half-past nine Preecher Spishus opened 
the convenshun by leading in the praise. ser- 
vice. He sed, “Let us sing with the spirit and 
understandin, the common meter hymn 304: 

Plunged in a gulf of deep dispair 
We retched sinners lay, 


Without one cheerin beem of hope 
Or spark of gleemin day. 


I pitched the tune, and the hymn was sung to 
“Dundee,” one of my favorites. Marthy says I 
had skeersly got through the first line afore I 
wuz a-beatin time with my foot and a-singin 
with my eyes closed and my hed throwd back 
as if I wuz ina klass meetin. But it makes no 
diffrence, Mandy, the hymn wuz one what 
allers brings on the sollum-feelin, what I be- 
leeve is proper in all relijus meetings. 

After the devoshuns Seckertery Puttyman 
sed, “Fer some mysterius cause Providence has 
permitted the records of the Township Asso- 
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ciashun to be lost, and nobuddy knowed who 
wuz president. He therefore nominated Mr. 
Timothy Stand-by, of Brush Fork, for President 
of this convenshun,” and afore I could kollect 
my senses the vote wuz put and I wuz eleckted. 
That wuz the most excitin minnit of my life; 
but as I allers believed it wuz my dooty to go 
into every open door (pervided I didn’t have 
nuthin to do with openin it,), I walked up to the 
platform prayin fer grace to stand the ordeel. 

On reachin the platform Seckertery Putty- 
man gave me a slip of paper on which wuz writ 
the program; and lands sakes! Mandy, if there, 
the first thing, wuzzent a recitashun by little 
Willie Crane, just as Sam sed there would be 
last September; and Timothy Stand-by wuz 
actually presidin over a convenshun which wuz 
mixed up with a Sunday Skool ecksibishun. 

After Willie got through with his speekin, the 
next thing wuz a paper by Ruth Pius on “Some- 
thing New—The Home Department.’ Then 
the eckspresshun of my countenance wuz 
changed and I wuz as much pleased at this as 
I wuz disappinted at the other, fer Ruth Pius 
wuz the fifth and last viziter appinted at Brush 
Fork. 
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How did Sam Puttyman get interested in the 
Home Department? That wuz the question 
what bothered me. So while the convenshun 
wuz a-singin a peece between numbers, I slip- 
ped down to where Marthy wuz sittin, and I 
asked her; and she sed, “Why, don’t you know, 
Sam’s bin a callin there fer six weeks?” That 
cleered the matter up and I introduced Ruth 
Pius as a viziter of the Brush Fork Home De- 
partment, and. she told how glorius the thing 
wuz gittin along. What joy it wuz bringin to 
the old peeple and the mothers with large fam- 
lys, and she told lots of incidents which I haven't 
room to rite. I tell you, Mandy, I wuz proud 
of the Brush Fork Home Department: the only 
one in Sheepskin County. And all the time 
Ruth wuz a-speekin, Sam wuz as happy as if 
‘ie wuz a-lisnin to the song of the angils. 

The next thing wuz the Jones twins. Jest as 
T sed last fall, ‘Sam would have them sing the 
dewett they sung on Christmas, and so they 
did. It wuz mitey nice, but what on earth did 
it have to do with makin better teachers? That’s 
what I wuz a-thinkin. 

I’m not a-goin to have time to tell more than 


about the mornin sesshun in this letter, fer the 
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oil’s a-givin warnin that the lite’s a-goin to quit 
bizness soon, and I’ll have to be gittin to bed; 
but I must tell you about the last thing on the 
program afore dinner. Preecher Prejudice wuz 
down fer his paper on the “Bible and the Higher 
Crickets.” His speech wuz jest to my likin. I 
tell you, Mandy, if he isn’t quite up-to-date on 
Sunday Skool doins, he knows how to fire a 
gattlin gun into the fellers what wants to make 
the wurld believ that Moses didn’t rite the Pen- 
tecute and that the blessid Bible isn’t of much 
ackount nor very reliable. That one number 
wuz wurth the hole trip from Brush Fork. 

Jest as the mornin seshun wuz drawin to a 
close the door opened and in come—who do you 
think? That grate and high and holy man, 
state wurker Kross from Toledo and suprinten- 
dent Sklusive from Jeriko Kort House. Kross 
wuz a surprize and so wuz Bruther Sklusive. 
They run across each other at the County Seet, 
where Bruther Kross landed frum the train. No 
one knowed he wuz a-comin. Bruther Kross 
came a-smilin and a-bowin in and took a seet, 
modest-like, down by the stove—but I knowed 
him, and I called him to the frunt and said, 


“Ladies and gentlemen of the convenshun, let 
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me introduce to you the Assistant Seckertery 
of Sunday Skool doins in the grate State of 
Ohio, Bruther Kross—what runs the Wurker.” 
Bruther Kross wuz a blushin, but it didn’t do 
him no good. He sed he heerd of the conven- 
shun and jest dropped in to see how Israel 
Township wuz gittin along. He promised he’d 
speek after dinner—which wuz wise; fer he al- 
lers looks as if he needed fillin up. 

The lite’s a-goin down and I must quit. But 
I’ll tell you the rest, Mandy, in my next. There! 
Marthy couldn’t keep from sayin onct more: 
“Don’t be too confidin-like, Timothy, fer lots of 
good peeple is mitey poor critters.” The after- 
noon sesshun wuz glorius. Good nite! 

Yure bruther, 
TIMOTHY STAND-BY. 
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MANDY. 
Timothy’s Sister at Jeriko Kort-House. 


“Don't be too confidin-like, Timothy, fer lots of good people 


is mitey poor critters.” 
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VIIL. 


THE WIND-UP. 


The Closing Session of Israel Township Con= 
vention Witnesses some Triumphs. 
Timothy Happy. 


BrusH Fork, Feb. 19, 1900. 

DEAR SISTER Manpy :—I little thawt that a 
hole month would pass afore I writ you the ac- 
kount of the windin up of the Israel Township 
Convenshun, but the rumaticks has bin a-trub- 
blin me rite smart for well onto four weeks. I 
took the awfullest cold on my way home from 
the meetin, and the doctor sed I had a pretty 
close call fer noomonay. ‘But I’m on my feet 
agin, fer which I am thankful. Marthy’s still 
enjoyin good health. 

Well, when the convenshun pulled up fer 
dinner the house wuz pretty ny full. The folks 
got off in bunches, and the chicken and apple- 
butter and pickled eggs and cake wuz spred on 
the seets, and we all had a glorius time. That 
hour wuz a kinder thawin-out time fer the indif- 
ferent folks. Actually, Mandy, Preecher Spishus 
and Preecher Prejudice got so limbered up that 
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they got into a long conversashun with Bruther 
Kross, the State Wurker ; and afore they knowed 
it they wuz askin fer circlars and wuz a-seekin 
lite on the Normal Department and the Home 
Department, and the Cradel Roll, and the Lord 
wus a-wurkin! Glory! 

After the perliminery ecksersizes of the after- 
noon seshun wuz over, I called fer the next 
number on the program, which wuz a speech on 
the “History of the Sunday Skool in Sheepskin 
County” by Daniel Terwilliger. Now Mandy, 
can you imagine ennybody with enny sence a- 
puttin a subject like that on a Township pro- 
gram? What was there inspirin about the his- 
tory of the Sunday Skools of Sheepskin County ? 
They’d bin a-doin nuthin to brag on; nuthin but 
a-sittin around in their grave clothes, a-waitin 
fer the Sunday Skool Associashun to call to ‘em 


‘ 


to “come forth.” Them wuz my refleckshuns, 
Mandy, when I asked in a loud voice if Daniel 
Terwilliger wuz in the house. I knowed he 
wuzzent, fer I saw him go by the church a-drivin 
a load of corn to the mill just afore dinner. The 
fact wuz, Sam Puttyman, hadn’t asked him to 
speek. He sed afterwards he took it fer grantid 


he’d be there, and he’d jest call on him. Of 
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course there wuz no anser, and I praised the 
Lord away down in my sole, and sed, “Glory! 
The Lord’s a-wurkin!’ The Lord knowed 
Bruther Kross wuz a-comin, and he also knowed 
Dan couldn’t make a speech—and if he could, 
that wuzzent what wuz neaded jest now in Israel 
Township. 

“What’s the plazure of the convenshun?” sed 
I, imitatin President Thompson at the Marion 
convenshun. : 

Preecher Prejudice, who wuz a-sittin on the 
back seet got up to onct and walked up the ile 
and sed, “I moove Bruther Kross be invited to 
address the convenshun,” and then he sat down 
in the frunt seet. Preecher Spishus secunded 
the moshun. This, Mandy, wuz what is called 
a “flank moshun,” I beleeve. Enny way I wuz 
so amazed [ fergot to put the moshun, and down 
in my sole I sed “Glory!” I tell you, Mandy, its 
wonderful what a State wurker can do to git 
some peeple in line if he can only meet ’em over 
a table of chicken and pickled eggs. Bruther 
Kross, after that dinner, could say, in the wurds 
of the poet, “We have met the ennemy and he 
is ours.” 

Well, I kalled Bruther Kross to the frunt, 
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and he started in jest like as if he wuz wound up. 
He jest poured out facts about what wuz goin 
on in the Sunday Skool wurld, a-tellin about 
gradid Skools, House-to-house Vizitin, Primary .- 
Unyuns, Cradel Rolls, Home Studdy Slips, and 
lots of other things ; and he sed, so kind like, that 
he wuz so sorry fer skools that is so narrer, that 
they live all fer themselves and that kick on sit- 
tin even fer one day with the other denomina- 
shuns in a convenshun. He showed how they 
use the Internashunal Lessons without even a- 
thankin the organizashun what gits them up, 
and takes in every new Sunday Skool thing 
they can find, and then looks cross-eyed at the 
Associashun what pervides ’em. And all this 
he sed so tender and kind-like—a-smilin all the 
time; a-kinder winnin ’em by love. Oh it wuz 
glorius, Mandy! And as Bruther Kross wuz 
a-speekin, I kinder peeked over to see how our 
preecher wuz takin a secund dose of the same 
kind of medicine I give him in the post-offis, 
and do you reely beleeve it Mandy, he wuz reely 
enjoyin it. And I praised the Lord, way down 
in my sole and sed “Glory! the Lord’s a-wurkin!” 

But, Mandy, there wuz nuthin Bruther Kross 


sed that wuz so comfortin to me as when he 
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talked about “Decishun Day.” When he told 
about how so menny teechers teech week after 
week and month after month without ever askin 
the skollars about decidin fer Christ, and about 
how we fergot that the one thing we wuz a- 
wurkin, fer after all, is the convershun of the 
boys and girls, every buddy wuz powerful 
mooved. 

After the speech Preecher Prejudice slid over 
to where Suprintendent Decker wuz a-sittin and 
there decided to have a Decishun Day in our 
skool. And when I saw them a-talkin I praised 
the Lord, away down in my sole and sed “Glory! 
the Lord’s a-wurkin!” 

There wuz to be a paper or two after Bruther 
Kross spoke, but the peeple felt more like a- 
prayin than a-listinin, and the convenshun wuz 
turned into a devoshunal meetin. It wuz the 
most moovin meetin I ever wuz in. Baptists 
and Deciples and Congregashunals and Presby- 
terians and U. B’s. and Methodists and Friends 
and Reforms clean fergot what they wuz, and the 
Spirit wuz there in power. That’s the way the 
convenshun closed. Glory! the Lord’s a-wurkin! 

Yures trulv. 


TIMOTHY STAND-BY. 


THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL MAN 77 


IX. 


DECISION DAY. 


Timothy Tells How It Worked in Brush Fork 
Sunday School. 


Brusu Fork, April 2, 1900. 
Dear SISTER MANDY: 


Things is a-goin all 
rite at Brush Fork Sunday Skool since the Is- 
rael Township convenshun. What that there 
convenshun did fer our Preecher wuz wurth a 
ten-aker lot, and what it did fer every one of the 
delegashuns from our skool wuz wurth a lot 
more. When the convenshun started I kinder 
slipped around to our delegashuns and sed, 
“Now take notes on what you heer; fer you want 
to take home to our skool some pints if there 
happins to be enny made. 

Well, Mandy, the pints wuz thicker than 
goozeberries, and on the Sunday follerin the 
convenshun, we had what I heerd some one say 
-at the Marion convenshun wuz an “Ekko Meet- 
in.” It took the place of the mornin preechin, 
Mandy! What do you think of that fer a sound 
convershun ; fer it could never have happined in 
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the wurld, if our preecher haddent had that talk 
with the State Wurker and seen the errer of 
his ways. 

The “Ekko Meetin” wuzzent no week affair, 
—it wuz a bouncin success. Suprintendent 
Decker spoke twict—onct reglar and onct becaus 
he fergot sumthin. Jane Prejudice Thomas soared 
like a chicken hawk when she wuz pleedin fer 
the carryin of the Home Department to every 
livin critter in Brush Fork what didn’t go to 
Sunday Skool. (Jane gits the soarin kinder 
nateral from her Paw.) 

The preecher sed the most strikin thing he 
got out of the convenshun wuz the Decishun 
Day idee; and he wuz in fer havin one in Brush 
Fork Sunday Skool. He sed figgers he heerd 
at the convenshun showed what he had always 
knowed, but had not fully took in, that eighty- 
three per-sent of the peeple what jines the 
church comes into it through the Sunday Skool. 
Then he exorted the peeple to pray for the 
childern, and the teechers to pray for their skol- 
lars, and every buddy to pray for a mitey turnin 
to the Lord in the Sunday Skool! And he asked 
Suprintendent Decker to set a day as Decishun 


Day and have it announced at that very meetin. 


THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL MAN 79 


Suprintendent Decker kinder slid his face down 
in his hands and held a little prayer metin, and 
then he sed it wuz too late to have Decishun 
Day on February 11, so he would fix‘the secund 
Sunday in March, and at his request every buddy 
in the house got down on their nees and jined 
in speshul silent prayer for Decishun Day; and 
when the silent prayin wuz over Marthy broke 
out in sum prayin what wuzzent silent. She 
had powerful liberty and her voice sounded like 
the voice of menny waters in a storm, and when 
that congregashun skattered it felt as if it had 
jest come out of the most powerfullest revival 
meetin ever held in Brush Fork. 

Marthy and me didn’t talk enny a-goin home; 
and when we got home I went up in the hay 
mow in the barn to my seekrit place and prayed 
fer half an hour—and away down in my sole I 
praised the Lord fer what the Sunday Skool As- 
sociashun wuz a-doin fer Brush Fork and fer me 
and mine! Glory! 

Well, Mandy, the secund \veek in March wuz 
the week of preparashun. The teechers and the 
officers and the preecher met every nite fer a 
prayer meetin. There wuz cottage prayer meet- 
ins—held around at the teechers’ houses, and 
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they wuz powerful. The first wuz held in our 
sittin room. It wuz one of them ernest-like 
meetins, where there wuz no nead of wurkin 
up the intrest. Every buddy brawt their intrest 
along. Every teecher came to that meetin fer 
bizness — bizness with the Lord! They felt 
humiliyated to think that they had been a-teechin 
every week fer four yeers and they haddent 
had no convershuns in the skool. The teechers 
wuz on the ankshus seet. They acted like un- 
faithful stewards what had just diskivered that 
they wuz unfaithful, and they wuz mitey sorry 
fer it. There wuzzent so much prayin fer the 
boys and girls at that meetin as there wuz 
prayin fer themselves. They wanted to be fer- 
given fer livin so far beneeth their privilege. 
They felt, like sinners becaus they had spent 
every Sunday in jest a-teechin the history and 
geography and discussin pints of the lesson with- 
out ever bringin the skollars up agin the ques- 
tion of their pursonal salvashun. And _ they 
prayed the Lord to fergive them, and to fill them 
with power from on high. They wuz in ernest, 
and they wept as they prayed. Why, Mandy, 
we've had big meetins: every winter in Brush 
Fork fer forty yeers, but I never saw enny buddy 
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but the preecher have rolled on him the burdin 
of soles like wuz rolled on our teechers. 

That’s the way the meetins went all the week, 
Mandy! They grew more powerful. Teechers 
did lots of prayin at home. They got down on 
their nees in their own rooms, and with their 
klass books before them they took up name after 
name every day before the Lord, and prayed 
fer Charley and George and Ruth, and on Satur- 
day every teecher in the skool sent a letter to 
each skollar or vizited them. 

Mandy, Brush Fork will never fergit that 
second Sunday in March. The skool wuz full. 
The lesson wuz on the “Paralytic Healed” and 
the golden text wuz “The Son of Ma» hath 
power on earth to fergive sins.” Why, Mandy 
afore the lesson wuz over I knowed there wuz 
goin to be salvashun in that skool. The teechers 
wuz a-havin no trubble to hold the skollars. 
Their heds wuz bunched like blackberries around 
the heds of the teechers. Sum wuz lookin awful 
sollum. The eyes of sum wuz a-flotin in teers, 
and when the preecher exorted at the close of 
the lesson there wuz forty-two what gave their 
hearts to Jesus. 

Forty-two! Think on it Mandy! Forty-two! 
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Glory! The Lord a-helpin there’ll be no yeer 
while yure bruther lives in Brush Fork without 
Decishun Day in the Sunday Skool, and we’re 
all blessin the Lord fer what the Associashun 
brawt to us through Israel Township Conven- 
shun. 
Marthy’s comin to see you next month. 
Yures truly, 


TimotTHy STAND-BY. 
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Dus 


GATHERING STATISTICS. 


County Secretary Job Git-there Relates His Trials 
with ‘‘ Kickin Suprintendents’’ and 
“Balkin Townships.’’ 


Brus Fork, May 1, 1900. 

Dear Martuy:—I spose by this time yure 
pretty well along in yure vizitin down to Jeriko 
Kort House. I can jest imagin how Sister 
Mandy’s a-makin over you, jest like she does 
over her Bruther Timothy when he goes down 
to the Seet. Look out that nuthin don’t happin 
to you when yure a-travlin without yure com- 
panyun, speshully in gittin off and on them pesky 
lectric cars. 

It’s mitey lonely since you left Brush Fork 
and I’m satisfied that “in the ekonomy of God” 
(as our preecher sez) tho man is appinted onct 
to die, he is not appinted to cook and git his 
own meals. I beleeve that’s where the Almighty 
draws the line between man and woman. 

Well, Marthy, I had a viziter this mornin. 
It wuz Mr. Job Git-there (a bruther to Eli) the 
County Seckertery of Sheepskin County and 
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my superior in offis. He was on a trip a-drivin 
horseback over the county a-chasin up, as he 
sed, “fugitive Sunday Skool staytisticks, and the 
pesky suprintendents what’s a-fugitin along 
with the staytisticks” 

He sed he wuzzent after me, fer, as President 
of Israel Township, I had sent in the reports 
frum all the skools, but he sed: there wuz sum 
suprintendents in Sheepskin County what wuz- 
zent polite enuff to anser a letter, and there wuz 
sum what wuz so mean they even kept the post- 
age stamp he had sent for a reply. 

When Job sed that I saw he wuz waxin hot, 
but I jest kept still and listined. 

After Job stopped fer a minnit to cool off he 
sed: “The State Convenshun’s a-comin on and 
I want Sheepskin County to be a banner county. 
I’ve got reports frum every skool in the county 
except fourteen, and them fourteen has cost me 
more money and postage and sweat than all the 
other sixty-one in the county, just becaus the 
suprintendents is too lazy or too contrary to 
take the trubble to git the facts and spend three 
minnits in a-fillin out a blank.” 

“Why,” sed Job (and the thermomiter wuz 
a-risin) “there wuz one suprintendent in the 
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JOB GIT-THERE. 
The Hustlin’ Seckertery of Sheepskin County. 


“He wuz on a trip a-chasin up fugitive Sunday Skool Staytis- 
ticks, and the pesky Suprintendents what wuz 
a-fugitin along with the Staytisticks.” 
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jinin township what greeted me by sayin it wuz 
nobuddy’s bizness how menny they had in their 
Sunday Skool, and he didn’t intend to report 
to nobuddy. He acted like as if his skool wuz 
a foolish sixteen-year-old girl what wuz afraid 
sumbuddy would find out her age.” 

“T want to tell you, Bruther Stand-by,” sed 
Job, “that I jest left that feller instanter and 
drove down the road to the next house, which 
happened to be the home of Miss Loyal, the 
Sunday Skool seckertery. She sed that she 
wuz awful sorry I had bin put to enny trubble, 
and that she wuz ashamed to confess that their 
suprintendent wuz a crank and a narrer feller, 
what didn’t beleeve in co-operashun ennywhere 
—not even in famly matters. She sed she never 
saw the blank I sent, altho she had bin a-lookin 
fer it. She asked the suprintendent if he had 
got one, and he got mad and sed ‘Yass, and I 
put it in the stove. There’s to be no co-opera- 
tin in our skool.’”’ 

I tell you, Marthy, I feel sorry fer county 
seckerteries what has to deal with kickers. 

“But I got the report,” sed Job, a-twinklin 
his eye, “fer Miss Loyal filled it out afore I left, 
and gave a dollar out of her own pocket fer her 
skool.” 
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I tell you, Marthy, county seckerteries has 
hard times. Between the kickin suprintendents 
and the balky township seckerteries he has to 
git lots of grace to keep him from backslidin. 

Job wuz a-tellin me of one township what 
wuz a balkin in the traces, and nothin he could 
do wuz a-havin enny effect on it. It wuz a 
kickin township. It didn’t care nuthin fer the 
other townships, nor fer Sheepskin County. It 
didn’t have no pride in standin in line with all 
the other townships. It didn’t care whether 
Sheepskin County wuz a banner county or not. 
It didn’t seem to care fer nuthin or nobuddy but 
itself. It wouldn’t send enny reports, nor an- 
ser enny letters, nor send enny delegates to the 
county convenshun, nor stand in with the 
county organizashun. It didn’t want to march 
in enny percesshun. Jt wuz a percesshun all by 
itself. 

Job Git-there sed that that township wuz 
like one of his naybor’s boys what enlisted in the 
Spanish war. He went down to the recruitin 
station and enlisted and got fit out with a soldiers 
uniform and gun and fixins, and after he got 
fit out, and had took on himself the name of a 
soldier then he didn’t want to march with the 
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boys. He kinder wanted to march alone by 
hisself, like as if there wuzzent an army to 
march with. He seemed to care nuthin fer the 
flag, nor the officers, nor the company, nor the 
regiment, nor the army, nor fer Uncle Sam 
hisself. He wuz independent and wouldn't 
take no suggestions frum ennybuddy. The guv- 
erment got along with him the best it could till 
the war was over, and then discharged him. He’s 
now gittina penshun. I spose its on the ground 
of his fitin qualities. 

“That’s the way with some townships,” sed 
Job. “They’re dressed up like other townships, 
and their name’s on the roll and they've got all 
the marks of bein in line—only they’re marchin 
in single file—and only one in a file.” 

I tell you, Marthy, county seckerteries don’t 
have smooth sleddin all the time. 

Before Job left he asked if I wouldn’t enjoy 
a season of prayer fer a few minnits. 

“Prayer!” sed I. “Why, of course, Bruther 
Git-there. That’s such an uncommon propo- 
sishun that it kinder takes away my _ wind. 
Prayer! Why, bless your dear heart, I’d be 
glad to pray with you, of course. Glory!” 

Well, Marthy, me and Job had the power- 
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fullest prayer meetin held in Brush Fork since 
Decishun Day. I prayed first and had rite smart 
of liberty, but when Job prayed then the heavens 
wuz opened. Oh, how he prayed for the kickin 
suprintendent. He wuz so tender-like in askin 
blessins on him, and he prayed the Lord to 
open his eyes. But he spent most of the prayer 
on the balkin township. There wuzzent enny 
bitterness in his prayin. He prayed jest like as 
if he loved it, and every officer and suprintend- 
ent init. He asked God to bless it, and prosper 
it, and if it wuz his will to give it the spirit of 
co-operashun. He prayed that he might keep 
sweet and patient and when he left, I sed: 
“Bruther Job, I believe yure a Christian, fer 
you ‘pray for them what despitefully uses you.’ ” 

It’s a gittin late, Marthy, and my rumatiz is 
a botherin my hand, so I must quit. Give my 
love to Mandy. IJ’ll meet you at the train when 
you come home. 

Yures truly, 
TIMOTHY STAND-BY. 
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TIMOTHY ‘CREDENSHULLED.” 


He is Appointed Delegate to the State Convention 
and Prepares to Go. 


BrusH Fork, May 20, 1900. 

Dear Martuy:—Yure a-makin a longer 
stay down to Jeriko Kort House than I calker- 
lated on, and while I wouldn’t say “come home” 
yet I will have to say that livin on biled eggs 
and milk and “You-need-a” biskit is gittin kin- 
der tiresum. I never eat them new fangled 
krackers when yure away, without a-thinkin: 
“You-need-a” wife mor’n a biskit. 

Well, Marthy, the time of the grate State 
Convenshun is a-comin on, and I’ve jest bin a- 
hankerin to go. Il’ve bin the more willin to go 
becaus you've bin absentin yureself frum yure 
protecter fer mor’n a munth, and its my turn 
for an outin. When I got the last Wurker 
and saw what a feast of good things wuz a- 
waitin fer all them what is so fortunate as to 
git to Akron, I jest went to the Lord and asked 
him to put it into the heds of Sheepskin County 
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officers to send Timothy Stand-by as a delega- 
shun. The Wurker sed that every delega- 
shun must be “credenshulled” (whatever that 
wuz). I hezitated sum about bein ‘“creden- 
shulled,” fer I never wuz strong; but ever since 
I wuz made a Mason, | have never feered what 
man mite do to me. So I am even willin to be 
“credenshulled,” if I can only go to the State 
Convenshun, fer I have never fergot what a 
blessin I received at Marion last yeer. 

Well, Marthy, do you beleeve it, the very next 
mornin I got a letter frum our county secker- 
tery, Job Git-there, and he sed I had bin ap- 
pinted as a delegashun frum Sheepskin County, 
and that he would send the credenshuls later. 
He didn’t say whether they’d come by express 
or freight, but I’ve bin down to the depot twict 
already with the light wagon to bring ’em home, 
and they haven’t came yet. I hope when they 
come they'll be the rite size and long enuff in 
the legs. Ain’t it grand to think I’m a-goin. 
Glory! 

When I went to the post-offis this mornin I 
met our preecher and told him of my appint- 
ment, and he wuz as tickled as if he wuz a-goin 
hisself. He sed he wuz on a sirkit onct where 


the Presbyterians had an ekko meetin when 
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the delegashuns come back frum the State Con- 
venshun, and, while he wuz opposed to all such 
doins then, since the Lord had opened his eyes 
at the Israel Township Convenshun, his atti- 
tood had changed, and he wuz in favor of havin 
one when I came back frum Akron, like the one 
we had after the Israel Township Convenshun. 
He wanted me to take notes and fill up fer that 
meetin. Wuzzent that glorious, Marthy? I 
went down Main street a-praisin the Lord, way 
down in my sole. 

Now, Marthy, between a-goin to the Marion 
Convenshun and the convenshun at Bald Knobs 
I have learned some things of what a delega- 
shun should do, and by the help of the Lord 
I’m a-goin to git reddy. The very first thing I 
did wuz to rite on a slip of paper, “Don’t fergit 
yure Bible,” and put it in my telyscope. I felt 
so awkward-like last yeer when Dr. Moorehead 
wuz a-readin the Bible and I couldn’t foller him. 
And then I’m a-goin to read every wurd of the 
direcshuns about the convenshun. Last yeer I 
went blunderin around Marion askin questions 
what wuz ansered in the Wurker and annoyin 
and pesterin the committee on entertainment, 
and I have resolved by the help of the Lord, 
that the folks at Akron won't be annoyed by the 
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foolishness of Timothy Stand-by this year. So 
I’m sittin up nites with the direcshuns now, 
a-studdyin of them. And I’m doin lots of prayin 
fer the convenshun, and I’m a kinder gittin reddy 
to absorb everything I can find at Akron. I’ve 
a note-book reddy and I’m a-goin to Akron fer 
bigness. 

I heerd Andrew Sponger, from Holler Town- 
ship, say that he’s a-going to Akron to the con- 
venshun as county delegashun, but he expects to 
close a bargain fer a teem of horses when he 
gits there, and he’s a-goin to spend one day a- 
vizitin the Rubber Works. Marthy! that man’s 
intenshuns oughter be made known. The con- 
venshun isn’t a horse sale nor a Paris Exposi- 
shun; its bizness fer the Master; and Andrew 
Sponger knows my sentiments. Such peeple 
oughter be made to suffer when the credenshul 
process is a-goin on. 

Well, good-night, Marthy. If my creden- 
shuls arrives afore you come home I'll wear ’em 
when I come down to the depot to meet you. 
I do hope they will be the rite measure and will 
hang all rite at the bottoms. If they don’t you 
can turn ‘em up. Good-nite. 
zk: Yures truly, 

TIMOTHY STAND-BY. 
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MARTHY. 


Reads the News of Timothy’s Appointment as a “Delegashun.” 


“T hope my credenshuls will be the rite measure, and will hang 


all rite at the bottom; if they don’t, you can turn ‘em up.” 
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XII. 


THE “AKRON” CONVENTION. 


At the Request of an Editor, Timothy Furnishes 
His Impressions for Publication. 


BrusH Fork, June 15, 1900. 

DEAR WoRKER EpiToR :—I wuz out a-plowin 
corn when yure letter came askin me to send 
you enny impresshuns I mite have picked up at 
the big meetin at Akron. Marthy opened the 
letter and she got mitey nervus, fer when I came 
in to supper she sed “Timothy Stand-by, if you 
have enny impresshuns what belongs to the ed- 
iter of the Wurker, fer lands sakes send em on 
to him rite quick, fer he sent a dunnin letter fer 
em.” She sed the next time I needed impres- 
shuns, to go to town and buy em; not to go a- 


pickin em up or borryin of em at State Conven- 


shuns. 

Marthy wuz excited, fer you see she never 
believes in borryin, and hates to have ennybuddy 
dun her fer ennything—not even impresshuns. 
I got her kammed down after a while and when 
her eyes wuz opened, her remarks ceesed, and 


there wuz a grate kaam. 
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Well, Mr. Editer, the meetin-house where 
the convenshun wuz held impressed me power- 
ful. When I wuz a-waitin on the committee 
fer to be assyned to my stoppin-place, I wuz ex- 
plorin about the buildin. I never saw nuthin 
like it. There wuz up-stairs and down stairs 
and galreys and halls and klass rooms and par- 
lers and vestybules; but the part what wuz the 
most amazin wuz the Sunday Skool room. It 
wuz bilt like half of a wagon-weel, with the 
suprintendent’s stand at the hub, and two-story 
klass rooms strung along the rim. I wuz rite 
smart impressed with the big lookin-glasses, 
which was. so fixed that the girls could keep an 
eye on the fellers they liked while the lesson 
wuz a-goin on. 

The convenshun started on time, and wuzzent 
a minnit late on arrivin at enny stashun. It 
kept a feiler a-jumpin to make konneckshuns, 
fer one sesshun hooked on to another with little 
time fer eatin, and no time fer vizitin the Rubber 
Works. I liked that, fer it showed we wuz there 
fer bigness. 

The speekin wuz grand, and every speeker 
wuz loaded fer to bring down game. They wuz- 
zent out huntin fer fun, nor jest to heer the gun 
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go off. The opennin speech wuz grate. The 
addresses of welcome wuz harty; if they hadn’t 
bin I’d a-gone home. Preecher Seeger jest 
sored, and Mrs. Bryner wuz captivatin, fer big 
peeple as well as the childern. 

I wuz awful glad to see Mr. Meigs onct more, 
fer we've bin friends ever since the Marion Con- 
venshun. He’s always mitey impressin. I can 
remember almost everything he has sed. I got 
kinder figgity when afore the grate crowd on 
Wednesday nite he pulled out that pistle and 
began a-firin corks at the blackboard. To 
my noshun that wuz a-carryin things too fer. 
When a high and holy State Seckertery turns 
hisself into a Buffalo Bill, what’s a-goin to be- 
come of our convenshuns? 

The feller that took me the most off my feet 
wuz Hon. Thomas Clark, the local opshun man. 
He wuz the last speeker. I felt kinder sorry fer 
him. I kept a-lookin at him all the evenin and 
wondered what he wuz goin to do to keep up in 
the percesshun with the other big guns. He 
didn’t look like as if he could speek, and when 
he wuz interduced I sed “Well, now, we’re in fer 
a dry time—fer lokal opshun aims fer nuthin 
else but dry times. But when that young feller 
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opened his mouth it wuzzent four minnits afore 
we wuz all a-follerin him like as if we wuz 
charmed. He made the powerfullest temper- 
ance speech I ever heerd. The peeple clapped 
and stormed and went out from that house mor’n 
ever sot agin the saloon. 

On Thursday, President. Thompson carried 
away the convenshun in his speech on the 2oth 
Censhury. It made a feller keep on his thinkin 
cap to foller him. Fer when he speeks he jest 
throws open the throttel and lets her go, and if 
yure not on board the train yure left. Thomp- 
son has brains and they’s all in good wurkin 
order. 

But Mr. Editer the thing that wuz the most 
impressin to me wuz Mr. William Horn’s singin. 
Most of the delegashuns called him “Bill” Horn, 
as if they’d allers knowed him. It wuz a shame 
to menshun such a grate man in such a familyer 
way. Fer two days I called him “William” 
every time I met him, and he allers looked like 
as if he wuz tickeled; but by the last day I fell 
in with the other folks and called him Bill Horn. 
Bill Horn’s singin did me more good than all the 
rest of the convenshun put together. He wuz 
filled with the Spirit. He made me cry and pray 
and resolve to be better. Glory! 
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Mr. Editer, my wife Marthy jest spoke up 
and sed “Timothy, where are you gittin yure 
impresshuns from?” “Out of my hed,” sed I. 
“Well,” sed Marthy, “I jest asked our hired 
man what an impresshun was, and he sed, ‘A 
dent in a soft place.’”’ 

I can’t rite no more after that, Mr. Editer. 
Yures truly, 


TimotHy STAND-BY. 
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LET. 


“IT CAN’T WITHDRAW!” 
Timothy Explains to Superintendent Goodenough 
the Relation of the School to the 
Organized Work. 

BrusH Fork, July 14, 1900. 
I don’t nead to tell 
you that I haven’t bin over to Jeriko Kort 
House since I had the seeance with Suprintend- 


DEAR SISTER MANnpDy: 


ent Sklusive—and that’s a long time. But I 
know yure still rite smart interested in Sunday 
Skool doins down to Brush Fork, since yure 
Bruther Timothy is a-holdin down the high and 
holy offis of Township President of Israel Town- 
ship. 

The one thing the Akron Convenshun did 
fer me wuz to stir up my dry bones and git me 
started on the wurk of my offis. Israel Town- 
ship has seven Sunday Skools. There’s the De- 
ciple and Methodist and Presbyterian in Brush 
Fork Village, which are all about of a size. 
Then there’s the U. B. at Bald Knobs, where 
the last Township Convenshun wuz held, and 
where I wuz eleckted. Then there’s the Free 
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Will Baptist Skool on the banks of Bunyan 
Creek, where the water's handy. Then there’s 
the Unyun Skool at Skruggs Holler what shuts 
down durin the winter; and last, the Metho- 
dist Skool out to Joneses Flats. 

You know, Mandy, that it’s the biziness of 
the Township President to vizit the skools in 
his deestrick; so I started in last Sunday by a- 
hitchin up the express and Marthy and me 
drove out to the Flats, to vizit the Methodist 
skool on the adjinin sirkit. You remember the 
skool, Mandy! It’s out in the Goodenuff nay- 
borhood and Elijah Goodenuff’s the suprin- 
tendent. 

Well, we got. there about twenty minnits 
afore the time fer the skool to take up, so’s to 
be “on time.” Lige wuzzent there yet! There 
wuz two or three fellers a-standin agin the fence 
a-wittlin. They didn’t seem to be in fer speek- 
in, so I went over to ’em with a fellership-smile 
and a Sunday-skool-convenshun-handshake, 
and sed: “I come over to visit the skool to-day.” 
They sed nuthin, but actid uncomfortable, and 
looked as if they wondered what rite a stranger 
had to be a-givin out welcomes at a skool what 


wuzzent hizzen. 
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Marthy went on in and I jined her. Upon 
the wall back of the pulpit wuz a big card which 
read, “I am late.” I spose it wuz left frum the 
Sunday afore; but as I knowed I wuzzent late 
I jest walked up and turned the card over, so’s 
to have it read “I am early.” “That’s better!” 
sed Marthy, “but jest remember, Timothy, that 
this isn’t yure skool.” 

The boys and girls and the teachers began 
arrivin. Sum of the little childern played a 
game of tag up and down the iles while their 
maws wuz a-vizitin. When nine o’clock —the 
time fer openin— came there wuz no moove to 
open the skool. Suprintendent Goodenuff wuz- 
zent there. Lots more peeple came after nine 
o'clock than afore. Most of them wuz girls and 
women, and they wuz standin about the skool 
a-talkin and a-laughin and a-gigglin until fif- 
teen minnits after nine. I wuz awful sorry that 
I’d turned the card over, fer the suprintendent 
seemed glad to find he wuz on time—fer the 
card sed so! 

Well, he hussled the openin exercises ; rung 
the bell a good deal, distributed the lesson leeves 
—so’s everybuddy could read the ansers when 
the teacher asked the printed questions, and sed 
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TIMOTHY AND MARTHY. 
Make an Offishal Vizit to the Jones’ Flat Skool. 


“There wuz two or three fellers a-standin agin the fence 


a-whittlin.”’ 
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“The teachers will go into the lesson.” Then 
he came down to where we wuz and shook hands 
and sed, “Glad to see you!” 

“That sounds good,” sed I, “fer you know 
I’m the President of Israel Township Sunday 
Skool Associashun, and I’m a vizitin the skools 
of my township, fer our Associashun wants to 
help in every way it can.” 

Well, Mandy, jest as soon as I sed that, Eli- 
jah assumed a very formal attitood and sed, 
“Mr. Stand-by I’m sorry to say that our skool 
has decided to withdraw from the Associashun.” 

. “Withdraw!” sed I, “why you can’t with- 
draw.” 

“Well, we have withdrawed, ennyhow,” he 
sed, “and we’ve desided to not mix in with enny- 
buddy but ourselves.” 

“Oh,” sed I, “that’s diffrent! You mean 

you don’t intend to co-operate; but I’m shure 
you'll have a noshun to, after you git a good 
idee of what the Associashun is tryin to do.” 
. “Why, Lige Goodenuff,” sed I, “yure skool 
belongs to our Associashun whether it wurks 
with it or not. Every Sunday Skool is a part 
of the Associashun; you can’t withdraw.” 

““Yes, we can, too,” sed Lige; “we're inde- 
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pendent, and we can do just what we like with- 
out askin consent of nobuddy.” 

“T know yure independent,” sed I, “but, 
Lige, yure skool can’t withdraw.” 

“Well! we have withdrawed, ennyhow, 
whether we can or not. We don’t intend to 
send enny more delegashuns to yure conven- 
shuns, nor send enny money, nor to have enny- 
thing more to do with the thing. We've with- 
drawed!” 

“Lige!” sed I, emphatic-like, “you can’t 
withdraw. Why, man alive! You can’t with- 
draw from somethin you never jimed, can you?” 

“W-e-l-l, n-o!” sed Lige, meditatin-like, “I 
see sum sense in that remark. If a skool don’t 
jine, it looks like as if it couidn’t withdraw— 
but the thing whats a-stumpin me is, ‘If we 
didn’t never jine the Sunday School Associa- 
shun, how in the world did we ever git nto it?” 

“You wuz b-o-r-n into it!” sed I. 

I made that last remark kinder dramatic- 
like, Mandy, and then paused fer to let it soke 
in; but it didn’t soke much, so I went on to 
explain. 

“About sixty yeers ago, Lige,”’ sed I, “I 
wuz born into the Stand-by famly, and J can’t 
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git out; not even by marriage. I mite say to 
my relashuns, ‘frum this time on I’m independ- 
ent—lI’ve withdrawed. I don’t never intend to 
go to enny more of yure famly reunions; if 
enny of you need money I don’t intend to help 
you, nor have nuthin more to do with you; 
but my name would be Stand-by, just the same, 
and when the old-folks die, I’d be on hand for 
my share of the estate. See! I mite say I won’t 
co-operate nor affiliate with the famly enny 
more, but I’d be a member of it, just the same.” 
“That’s just the way it is with yure skool,” 
sed I. “You belong to the Sunday Skool famly, 
and yure a-gettin all the good things the famly 
puts out, and yure a-usin ‘em; and yet yure 
tryin to sneek out of the famly. Yure taken 
everything you can git, fer nuthin. . Yure kinder 
spongin on the rest of the Sunday Skool famly. 
You seem to be mitey proud to be carryin the 
famly name, and yer mitey glad to take all the 
good things what comes to the famly, yet you 
don’t want to help the famly along by attendin 
the famly convenshuns, nor help bear yure 
share of the cost of keepin up the famly ex- 
penses—nor the famly improvements. See!” 
“You see, Bruther Goodenuff the reason why 
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yure skool is takin no stock in the Associashun 
is because it don’t attend the Township and 
County Convenshuns, and I want to know rite 
now, my dear Bruther, if we can hold the next 
Township Convenshun in this bildin. Can we?” 

Well, Mandy, do you beleeve it he sed ‘“‘yes!” 
and invited me to speek to the skool, which I 
did. I jest menshuned the good pints and sed 
nuthin about the bad ones, and told about some 
of the new things, and afore I sot down I got 
the skool to invite Israel Township Convenshun 
to meet at Joneses’ Flats. 

The kinks in that skool will be taken out at 
the convenshun if Timothy has the runnin of 
the program. 

Yures truly, 
TrmotTHy STAND-BY. 


108 TIMOTHY STAND-BY 


XIV. 


RALLY DAY. 


How the Programs Were Used at Bunyan Creek 
Sunday School. ‘‘ Where’s the Collection ? ”’ 
BrusH Fork, Sept. 2, 1900. 

DEAR SISTER Manpy :—The last letter I rote 
to you wuz about me and Marthy a-vizitin the 
skools over to the Flats. Becaus I run agin the 
kickin Flats-suprintendent I didn’t git weary in 
well-doin. But Marthy wuz rite smart flustered- 
like. She thawt that a-goin where I wuzzent 
wanted wuz kinder like the place in the Scripter 
where it speaks about “a-castin pearls afore 
swine.” She also sed somethin about “a-shakin 
the dust off yure feet’? under them trying cir- 
cumstances; but I pertendid I didn’t heer, and 
I kept peece by sayin nuthin and lettin Marthy 
fizz a little while all by herself. (That’s one of 
the things I learnt out of 40 yeers of bein mar- 
ried. Whenever. Marthy takes one of them 
spells I think what I heerd a little boy say onct; 
“that wimmin is funny things.’’) 


Well, Marthy got kammed down afore an- 
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other Sunday and agreed to help me try it agin 
in a diffrent direcshun. We couldn’t drive old 
Nell, fer she got a stone in her foot and wuz 
lame; but naybor Squires came to our rescue 
by offerin to lend us his drivin mule. So the 
next Sunday Marthy and me could a-bin seen 
a-drivin out Brush Fork behind a mule hitched 
to our phayton. 

Marthy didn’t like the looks on it very much, 
altho the travlin felt pretty much like it does 
when yure ridin after a horse. I told Marthy 
jest to shut her eyes, for then she couldn’t tell 
whether she wuz a-travlin by mule, by horse or 
by ortermobeel. I myself wuz kinder pleesed 
with the mule, fer if there wuz to be enny kickin 
on this trip, I had a kickin-machine on hand fer 
to help me keep up my end. 

We wuz bound this time fer the skool down 
on Bunyan Crick, and it took jest an hour to 
git there. Everybuddy kinder grinned at our 
rig as we passed by and Marthy kinder skrewed 
around in the seet, but the mule looked neether 
to the rite nor left (ackordin to Scripter) and kept 
a-goin as tho he wuz on the Lord’s bizness. 

The skool had took up when we got there 


and they was a-prayin, so Marthy and me stood 
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out in the hall. Marthy it seems wuz a-waitin 
and a-watchin the perseedins inside, fer while 
the deacon wuz a-prayin mor’n half the boys and 
girls wuz a-sittin up a gazin around, with no 
more reverence than a barber’s pole. 

Marthy leened over and interrupted my atti- 
tood by whisperin, “Timothy, I don’t see that 
yure modern Sunday Skool is enny improve- 
ment on the skools of forty yeers ago in the mat- 
ter of reverence.” 

I couldn’t say nuthin to that speech, Mandy, 
fer there was nuthin to say; but I did say to 
Marthy that it would be mitey appropriate if 
she would shut her eyes and bow her hed, even 
out in the vestybule, and set the kids an example. 
To all of which Marthy sed nuthin. 

I fetched along a lot of Rally Day Programs, 
and after the lesson wuz well started I had a 
conference with the superintendent, Bruther 
Plum. After inquirin about the skool I sed 
“Bruther Plum, I came to-day speshully to see 
if you couldn’t use the Rally Day Programs of 
our State Associashun this yeer.” 

“Why certainly, sed Bruther Plum, “we used 
‘em last yeer and they wuz fine. We saw the 
notice in our County paper that they was FREE, 
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and we sent fer 100 and used every one of ’em. 
Oh yes! they’re fine! We'll use ’em!” 

I wuz kinder took back, Mandy, whcn I 
found he knowed all about ’em. But I wuz a- 
wonderin what had become of the kollecshun; 
fer the skool wuz down fer only 80 cents last 
yeer and I knowed that a skool of 80 members 
would give more than 8o cents, if it used the 
plograms. , 

“IT hope you had a good kollecshun fer the 
State and County wurk,” sed I. 

“Oh yes!” sed Bruther Plum, ‘‘we had over 
$6.00. We wuz surprised at how the peeple wuz 
moved to give. We had enuff to pay our one 
cent fer each skollar, and we had plenty left to 
buy singin books fer the skool. Oh yes! we like 
the Rally Day Programs, and we’ll take a hun- 
derd this yeer.”’ ; 

Land of Goshen! Mandy; what do you think 
of that? Why, my lips wuz seeled fer a minnit. 
Jest a-think of havin a skool give money fer 
one thing and then have used it fer another. 

But, Mandy, when I came to talk with him 
sum more I diskivered that he didn’t know. He 
hadn’t read the direcshuns, and he wuz awful 
embarrassed when I told him that the peeple 
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had the rite to have the money go where they 
wanted it to go. 

Then I told Bruther Plum of how much the 
State Associashun wuz a-doin fer the skools of 
the State, and how the skools wuz asked to have 
Rally Day fer two reasons; first, to give the skool 
a good start in the fall, and second, to lift a good 
kollecshun to carry on the State Sunday Skool 
Wurk. 

Mandy, I promised to go down to that skool 
and speek on Rally Day, and I have determined 
when I speek on that occashun I shall give that 
skool sum lite on what the Sunday Skool Asso- 
ciashun has bin a-doin fer it all these yeers, and 
if Timothy cant raise sum intrest in the wurk, 
then he is not fit to be President of Israel Town- 
ship. 

Yures truly, 


TimotHy STAND: BY. 
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BRUTHER PLUM. 


Suprintendent of Bunyan Crick Skool. 


“We uzed the Rally-Day Exercizes last year, and we razed enuff 
to pay our one cent for each skolar, and had plenty 
left to buy singin books fer the Skool.” 
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XV. 


HOUSE-TO-HOUSE VISITATION. 


Timothy Inaugurates the Schemein Israel Town- 
ship, in the Face of Obstacles. 


Brusu Fork, Oct. 5, 1900. 
Dear Sister MAnpy :—Since ritin my last 
letter I’ve been mitey stirred about the number 
of kids and grown folks there wuz layin around 
Sheepskin County what never sot a foot inside 
the Sunday Skool from the beginnin to the end 
of the yeer. 

It wuz a peece on “House-to-House Visita- 
shun” in the Evangel what got me startid. It 
wuz writ by Hew Kork what lives in Pencilvaney. 
The impression I got from the peece wuz that 
the Sunday Skool oughter be a-goin out instanter 
after the last livin-bein in every nayborhood. 
And some how, after I had read the peece three 
times, sumethin seemed to say, away down in my 
sole, “Timothy, there’s wurk fer you to do in 
Brush Fork; and don’t you stop till you git the 
’ “Git the last one!” “Git the last one!’ 
Why, Mandy, that there “Git the last one,” -wuz 


last one.’ 
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jest branded on my brane, till I couldn’t think of 
enny thing else but “a-gittin the last one.” Mar- 
thy sed that when the thunder storm broke over 
the Forks in the nite, and she got up to shut 
down the winders, she heerd me start out of my 
sleep a-shoutin “Git the last one!’ and she thawt 
I wuz havin a nite-horse. 

Well, the first thing I did wuz to send to the 
state seckertery fer infermashun, and it came 
in the next mail, and I devowered it, (figgera- 
tively speekin.) ‘“Marthy,” sed I, “the thing 
must be did in Brush Fork, and I’ll see the 
preechers in Israel Township to onct, and git 
the movement lawnched.”’ 

Well, Mandy, I can’t tell you all that hap- 
pined in the next twenty-four hours, fer I went 
at it rite quick, and my eyes wuz opened to 
sum things. Do you beleeve it, Mandy, that three 
out of the seven preechers in Israel Township 
jest poured cold water on the thing, as if it wuz 
an eleckshun bon fire—and if it wuzzent fer the 
remainin four who wuz in fer enny thing what 
would reach the people—the whole skeem would 
have bin pulverized into sackcloth and ashes. 

Preecher Short-wind listined while I poured 


into his ears what mitey things wuz dun in Mis- 
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soury, and lowy, and Pencilvaney, and then he 
kinder-quiet-like sed, “Well, Bruther Stand-by, 
that wurk wuz did in this place five yeers ago, 
afore you got started in to be a Sunday. Skool 
man, and its too soon to do it agin. I wouldn't 
push the skeem now. Good bye”; and thereby 
endid my seance with Preecher Short-wind. He 
didn’t seem to konsider that lots of famlies had 
mooved into Brush Fork durin the last five yeers, 
to say nuthin of them what has bin born. 

Preecher DePreciate, Marthy sez, is of French 
extracshun—whatever that is—and I hardly 
knowed how to tackle him. He cut me off 
quicker’n scat, and sed the skeem wuzzent worth 
“shucks.” Sed he “past through a moovement 
like this ten yeers ago.” Well, I gess he did. 
He must have past through it on a lightnin ex- 
press, or somethin what went quick, fer he didn’t 
seem to have much good from it stick to him 
He sed ‘“‘a few folks was brawt in by it, but he 
thawt it wuz hardly wurth while.” Jest think 
on it, Mandy; “A few folks.” Well if there 
wuz only one, it wuz wurth tryin fer. One soul 
wuzzent wurth more’n the whole wurld to that 
feller, shure! 

I drove over to Preecher Chillum’s next. 
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PREECHER CHILLUM. 
Who Was Through With all Vizitin-Skeems. 


“He had a dose of House-to-House Vizitin bigness seven years 
back, and he never knowd that the calls had brawt 
out a single one to HIS preechin.”’ 


1'8 TIMOTHY STAND-BY 


Two knock-outs wuzzent goin to discourage yure 
bruther Timothy. Preecher Chillum sed that 
he “had a dose of Vizitin bizness seven yeers 
back, and he knowed that the calls had never 
brawt out a single one to hiz preechin. He wuz 
through with all such skeems.” 

Well, Mandy, from the looks of the feller I 
wuzzent surprized. He kinder looked as if he'd 
make a good canvaser fer an undertaker. I have 
no doubt he has preeched lots of sermons when 
he had no convershuns, and yet, if I wuz a 
bettin man, I’d bet he hasn’t never thawt of 
resignin bekaus of it. 

You see, Mandy, I wuz passin through deep 
waters with my new skeem; and all the time I 
wuz a heerin the voice a-sayin, “Timothy, git 
the last one!’ So I had to keep a-goin, fer I 
couldn’t stop. 

Well it wuzzent long afore I struck oil. The 
very next preecher fanned my spark of Vizitin 
until it began to flicker and flame. His name wuz 
Preecher Lift. “Why, yes!” he sed “jest what 
I’ve bin a-wishin fer. The last time I wuz in a 
House-to-House Vizitashun over to Canaanville 
there wuz a hundred members added to the 
church.” The Lord bless you, Bruther Stand-by, 
“Git the last one!” 
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Mandy, all the time he wuz a-sayin that I 
could jest feel the thermometer a-risin; and afore 
I could catch myself, I sed Glory! But he didn’t 
seem to mind it. 

After that it wuz smooth sailin. Preecher 
Practical sed he wuz glad to find somethin fer 
the young folks to do besides goin to grate 
Mass Convenshuns, with site-seein side-shows, 
to Californy. Preecher Zeal sed he wuz rejoiced 
to find a way to reech the masses, and Preecher 
Savum sed “Bless the Lord, that’ll pave the way 
fer the revival.” And all the time I heerd the 
voice a-sayin, “Timothy, git the last one.” 

Well Mandy, I’ve got to quit, fer Marthy jest 
sed “Timothy, remember yure failin!” But I 
must say that a meetin wuz held and the preech- 
ers what wuz fer the skeem purswaded them 
what wuz agin it not to fite it. So the thing’s 
a-goin on, and I wuz eleckted the chairman of 
the committee. Mandy, by the Lord’s help, Tim- 
othy’s a-goin to git the last one. I'll tell you 
how it come out in my next. 

Yure affeckshunate bruther, 
TrImoTHy STAND-BY. 
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XVI. 


* GITTIN THE LAST ONE!” 


How the House-to-House Visitation Plan Worked 
in Israel Township. 


Brush Fork, Nov. 16, 1900. 
Dear SIstER Manpy:—lIt’s a-rainin this 
afternoon and the corn-huskin bizness has shut 
down fer fare wether; so I’m a-havin the op- 
pertunity I’ve bin a-hankerin after fer sum time, 
to tell you how the great House-to-House Viz- 
itin Skeem came out in Israel Township. 

When I got through a-callin on the preechers 
and I knew that morn half wuz on our side, 
that same strange voice kept a-repeatin, “Tim- 
othy, git the last one; git the last one!” only 
it wuz much more louder than afore. 

Marthy wuzzent favorin the skeem very 
much; but the voice what wuz all the time a- 
sayin “Git the last one!” made rite smart of an 
impresshun on Marthy. Marthy, you know, 
has allers had a perfound respect for strange 
and wierd doins. She goes lots on signs. She 
believes in spooks, and a-plantin by the lite of 
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the moon, and ennything what seems beyond 
explainin. 

Marthy sed at the breakfast table that there 
wuz onct a man by the name of Peter the Hur- 
mit, what got up an awful excitement in Europe, 
becaus he wuz a-hearin a voice what wuz ever- 
lastingly a-sayin “God wills it;’ and she had a 
noshun that me and Peter wuz somethin alike— 
and on them grounds she withdrawed her op- 
posishun—fer which I am thankful. 

Well, Mandy, yure Bruther Timothy didn’t 
let no grass grow under his feet. I kalled a 
meeting of the preechers to onct, and invited 
four or five laymen and one or two lay-wimmin, 
and the whole skeem wuz planned out, and the 
day wuz fixed. The Vizitin wuz to be dun on 
Saturday afternoon, Oct. 27. Glory! 

We found we wuz a-goin to need lots of vizi- 
ters, and Preecher Chillum sed, “Timothy, you 
c-a-a-n-t git ’em!” “That’s so! my good bruth- 
er,” sed I, “J can’t git ’em, but the Lord can.” 
And the Lord did, Mandy; for when it wuz 
knowed what we wuz aimin to do, the volunteer 
viziters came a-swarmin in like bees, until there 
wuz twict as menny as we needed. Glory! 

Then, Mandy, while I wuz in the bizness of 
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a-gittin the co-operashun of everybuddy, I 
thawt I'd tackle the editer of the Brush Fork 
Buzzer fer a good notis of the canvas in the 
weekly paper. It wuz a mitey ticklish peece of 
bizness to ask him to do ennything; but, lands 
sakes! I’d no sooner asked him than he sed 
“Why, certainly, “Squire Stand-by, bring in yure 
stuff, and we'll print it fer nuthin. You can have 
all the room you want fer news. News is what 
we're after; and such a thing as yure a-pushin 
now is news.” 

At last the nite came when the viziters wuz 
to have a meetin fer instruckshuns. It wuz the 
nite afore the Vizitin Day—what the army boys 
would menshun as the “nite afore the battle.” 
There wuz a pile of people there. All the de- 
nominashtuns—even the Catholicks and Jews— 
wuz in it. Glory! 

If the Lord had made Vizitin Day to order 
it couldn’t bin more glorious. It wuz one of 
them butiful fall days what the poets raves over. 
At one o’clock in the afternoon the viziters met 
fer prayers. They needed it bad, fer vizitin wuz 
new bizness fer them, and they needed lots of 
grace, fer most of the viziters felt like book- 
agents jest a-startin out to make their first call. 
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But, Oh Mandy, it would have did yure soul 
good to have seen them when they came back. 
Sum was a-smilin happy, and sum wuz so full 
of joy they could hardly speek. While sum wuz 
a-tellin of their eckspeeriences the teers wuz a- 
runnin down their cheeks, and lumps they 
couldn’t swaller wuz all the time risin in their 
throtes. 

They sed only one or two wouldn’t anser the 
questions. There wuz sum poor peeple found 
what nobuddy knowed about. Old church let- 
ters wuz dug out of trunks. Sum peeple gave 
mitey queer reesons why they didn’t send their 
childern to Sunday Skool, and why they didn’t 
go to church. Sum famlys what had bin in 
the village fer five yeers sed they had just bin 
waitin fer sumbuddy to ask them to come. I 
tell you, Mandy, there wuz things brawt to lite 
that afternoon that nobuddy in Israel Township 
dreemed about. 

The viziters all had their cards turned into 
the hands of the committee by six o’clock, and 
we wuz all the evenin a-sortin of them. I got 
enuff time in the next three days to take to 
each preecher his pile of cards. 

Preecher Shortwind wuz amazed to find that 
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fifty famlys had been either born or mooved 
into the nayborhood since the last canvass. 
When preecher DePreciate saw his pile of cards 
he kinder apologized fer his former attitood. 

Preecher Chillum never had so menny 
strangers at church servis as turned out the 
next Sunday, and he wuz warmed up with new 
life. In all the Sunday Skools new klasses wuz 
formed. Why, Mandy, it stirred up the hole 
Township and wuz the biggest thing what has 
ever happened in the nayborhood of Brush 
Fork. Suprintendent Decker sed it wuz an 
“eye-opener.” And when it wuz known that 
the hole skeem cost only one cent to invite 12 
peeple to Sunday Skool and church, and only 
five cents to go after 60 people, the preechers 
and skools wuz ashamed that they hadn’t did 
it afore. 

But, Mandy, the blessin what has come to 
me is wurth mor’n the cost. I’m still a-heerin 
the strange voice, but it aint no longer a-sayin 
“Timothy, get the last one.” Now it’s a-sayin, 
“Timothy, you have done yure best to get the 
last one,” and “Inasmuch as ye have done it 
unto one of the least of these ye have done it 
unto, Me.” : 
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Excuse me, Mandy, I can’t write ennymore 
now,—my eyes is wet, and I can’t see plain, but 
I’m a-heerin the voice all the time a-sayin, “Ye 
have done it unto Me.” Glory to God! 

Yures affeckshunately, 
TrmoTHy STAND-BY. 
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XVII. 


PREPARING FOR DECISION DAY. 


The Council Meeting in Marthy’s Parlor. Marthy 
Under Conviction. 


Brusu Fork, Dec. 16, 1900. 

DEaR SistER Manpy :—Things is a-boomin 
in Brush Fork since the House-to-House Viz- 
itin campain. The congregashuns at preechin 
is rite-smart bigger than I ever saw them in our 
meetin-house, and the reports is the same frum 
the preechin pints all over Israel Township. 
Why even Marthy is got the church-goin feever. 
Fer several yeers she has had a sort of inbred 
rumatiz what had a konveenyunt way of a-comin 
on about preechin time on Sundays. I never 
knowed it to bother her enny at the time of 
Grange meetins nor when the County Fair wuz 
a-runnin, but on Sundays it wuz mitey reglar. 
It never showed up on Childern’s Day nor on 
Easter Sunday, speshully if Marthv had a new 
bonnit. (Please don’t show this letter to Mar- 
thy when she comes down to the county seet. 
It wouldn’t be diskreet). 
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And the Sunday Skool is jest a-bilin over 
with enthusiasm. The teechers is a-teachin, and 
the suprintendent is suprintendin, like as if 
sumthin had to happen. Suprintendent Decker 
called a meetin of the teechers at our house last 
Thursday nite fer a Council. He asked me if 
he could use our parler fer the meetin and I sed, 
“of course!” 

I never’thawt that Marthy would kick, but 
when I got home and told Marthy of the Coun- 
cil meetin in our parler, she sed “Well! I gess 
no Council meetin will meet in the parler of 
Marthy Stand-by next Thursday nite nor enny 
other nite! Why, Timothy Stand-by, do you 
think I’d have them Common Scoundrels what’s 
bin a-votin our village wet for the last five yeers, 
in my parler? Not a bit on it.” 

She wuz wound up for all nite, and I had rite 
smart of a job to git her kammed down long 
enuff to explane that it wuz the teechers what 
wuz a comin—not the councilmen of Brush Fork 
Village. 

Now Mandy, Marthy’s all rite! If there’s 
enny thing what rises her anger its the licker 
bizness, and she has no use for men what will 


vote a saloon. into town. There are thousands 
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of Marthys all over the country jest a-waitin fer 
a chance to vote, and I’m with ’em! 

Well, when Marthy understood it, she wuz in 
fer the Council meetin ; and when Thursday nite 
came the winders was cleaned and the parler 
slicked up and a wood fire wuz a flickerin on the 
herth and the house wuz a-waitin fer the crowd. 
All the teechers wuz there fer they wuz crazy to 
see what kind of a thing a Council wuz; and 
when Suprintendent Decker arrived his face wuz 
a-beemin as if he had shined it up with silver 
polish. 

It wuzzent long afore the teechers wuz a-list- 
inin to Bruther Decker in a speech on Decishun 
Day. It wuz a sollum speech. He had the 
Wurker in his hand, and he read what Dr. 
Chapman had writ on Decishun Day. He spoke 
about a-gittin the boys and girls converted when 
they wuz young. He sed there wuz no time to 
lose, for the boys only stay in Sunday Skool 
about ten yeers and if they aint converted early 
and ankered afore they gits to fifteen, nuthin 
under heaven can hold ‘em. 

It did jest seem as if the power of the Holy 
Spirit wuz a-fillin the hole house, and when 
he got through he asked the teechers to tell 
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how they felt about observin the first Sunday of 
the new yeer as Decishun Day. There wuz 
nuthin sed fer a minnit, but jest as I wuz a-git- 
tin reddy to git to my feet, Jane Prejudice 
Thomas sed “Let us pray,” and we all got down 
on our nees. 

Now Mandy, Jane Thomas is mitey gifted in 
prayer. She’s the dawter of our former preecher 
and has bin trained in a skool of prayer, but I 
never heerd her pray like she did last Thursday 
nite. She jest poured out her sole to God fer 
her klass. It wuzzent one of them rantin prayers ; 
it wuz kinder quiet-like and awful ernest-like. 
She confessed that she had bin a-teachin in a 
perfunktery manner—that she had fergot that 
she wuz called of God to teach fer souls and not 
fer entertainment. 

I kept the teers back until Jane got to a- 
namin the skollars afore the Lord. She sed, “O 
Lord, there’s Robert. Help me to so teach Rob- 
ert that he will seek thee. Thou knowest his 
home and all that stands in his way. Help me to 
be the instrument in thy hands by which Robert 
will be saved.” And then she took up James 
and Clifton, and one by one prayed fer their con- 


vershun. 
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Well, when Jane got through, Marthy started 
in to pray. (Marthy wuzzent a teecher, and I 
spose had no voice in the meetin, but that didn’t 
make no diffrence.) She got under convickshun 
becaus she hadn’t bin a-teachin. She confessed 
to God that she had bin a-hearin a voice kallin 
her to teach fer a long time; she’d been jest a 
good-fer-nuthin church member, a-doin nuthin, 
and she’d bin a-rebellin. She told the Lord that 
she’d bin a-makin her rumatiz a conveenyunt 
excuse, and that she wanted to be fergiven. 
Glory! She had no klass to pray fer, but she 
wanted one. Then she prayed fer the other 
teechers, what had classes. 

I tell you Mandy, things wuz set on fire that 
nite, and I praise the Lord fer what that Coun- 
cil-meetin did fer my Marthy. Glory! 

Well, Mandy, the Council meetin decided to 
keep Sunday, January 6, as Decishun Day. 
There’s a-goin to be lots of prayin and letter- 
ritin and vizitin done afore then; and the preech- 
ers is a-hopin it will be the beginnin of a mitey 
revival of relijun in old Brush Fork church, fer 
the Sunday Skool teachers is a-goin to work fer 


souls. Glory! 
Yures fer results, : 


TimotHy STAND-BY. 
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XVIII. 


LOST AT THE. END-GATE. 


Marthy’s Wonderful Dream. The Sunday School 
Losses of Fifty Years. 
(see FRONTISPIECE.) 
January 1, 1901. 

DEAR SISTER MAnpy :—Here’s a Happy New 
Yeer frum yure Bruther Timothy and yure sis- 
tern-law Marthy. I’m a-goin to begin the new 
Censhury by a-tellin you how Marthy and me 
watched the Nineteenth Censhury ekspire. 

You know, Mandy that it has allers bin the 
custom of me and Marthy, at least onct a cen- 
shury, to talk over the trials and the victeries of 
the yeers what has gathered up their robes and 
past away into eturnity. So we desided to have 
a little watch-meetin in our kitchen, all alone 
by ourselves. Marthy took right smart of a nap 
in the afternoon, so’s to be able to keep awake, 
and I did pretty much the same. 

Well, about nine o’clock last nite, Marthy 
drawed her rockin-chair up to the kitchen stove, 
and opened the oven door, and sot her feet on 
her foot-stool afore the oven, jest where they’d 
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git well toastid. I knowed sumthin wuz a-comin 
then, fer Marthy has allers sed that “Warm feet 
makes a cleer head,’ and when Marthy’s brain 
is rite cleer my ecksperience is that it keeps me 
a-jumpin to keep up with her. 

Well, we talked about everything, frum our 
birth down, and finally got switched round on 
the Sunday Skool. We had no mor’n struck the 
subject afore Marthy dropped her nittin into her 
lap, and sed, “That reminds me, Timothy, I had 
a dream this afternoon what has in it more truth 
than poultry. After a-havin had nuthin much 
fer breakfast, dinner and supper except Sunday 
Skool since the Marion Convenshun, I spose it 
was nateral fer me to dream on that subject.” 

“T drempt I saw you a-drivin our old sorrel, 
hitched to our farm waggon. On the side of 
the waggon wuz the words, ‘Sunday Skool Wag- 
gon’, ‘1850-1900’; and you wuz just a-goin lick- 
ertysplit along the Twentieth Censhury Turn- 
pike. I drempt that you had bin a-drivin fer 
fifty yeers, and had bin a-pickin up along the 
road all the good things you could find fer the 
Sunday Skool. You had on the biggest load 
I ever saw on a farm waggon. There wuz a 
blackboard stood up agin the end-gate at the 
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tale of the waggon, to kinder keep the load frum 
fallin out, and afore it, and a-leanin agin it, wuz 
piled up about everything you’ve bin a-talkin 
about since you come back from the Marion Con- 
venshun. There wuz lesson-leaves, and quar- 
terlies and normal klasses and birthday banks and 
home departments and convenshuns and primary 
unyuns and rally-days and leaf clusters and 
gradid skools, and rite on the top wuz the old 
cradel I used to rock our boy Sol into, and it 
wuz marked the ‘Cradel Roll.’” 

“Well, Marthy, that’s interestin,’ sed I, so’s 
to give Marthy a chance to get her breth. 

“Yes,” said Marthy, “but that aint all, fer 
while you wuz a-drivin along in such a reckless 
way, the end-gate to yure waggon had worked 
up, and sum of the mitey important things you 
had in the waggon when you startid fifty yeers 
ago had slipped out of the load, and they wuz 
strung all along the pike. I can’t remember all 
the things what had bin lost from the load, but 
all along the waggon-track wuz strewed Bibles 
and church hymns and catekisms and childern in 
the preechin services and evangelizin and mem- 
orizin Scripter and ingatherin and the young man 
of the Sunday Skool. The young man had tum- 
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bled off and wuz a-sittin on the roadside a 
nursin of his nee what had bin broke in the fall. 

“T tell you, Timothy, it wuz a-kinder sad pictur 
to me, fer all of them things what’s dropped out 
is sacred, and they is what the preecher calls 
‘fundamentals’; and I beleeve, Timothy Stand-by, 
it would be a mitey good thing if you could help 
git most of them things back on the load in the 
next censhury, for there’s lots of truth in that 
ere dreem of mine.” 

The clock struck ten then, and Marthy re- 
soomed her nittin, and kinder quietid down 
(though she was a-breathin pretty hard) and I 
went out and got a hod full of coal and poked 
up the fire, so’s to kollect my thawts. When I 
settled again, | drew up my chair and opened 
the oven door on the opposite side of the stove 
and began to warm my feet. 

“Marthy,” I sed, “that dreem of yourn is a 
kind of nite-horse. It won’t stand scrutinizin 
under a mykerscope, fer it aint so true as you 
think.”’ 

“Tt aint true?” sed Marthy, a-lookin over her 
glasses in a way that Marthy Stand-by has. 
“What is there about it that aint true?” 

“W-e-l-l!” sed I, “the young man a-fallin 
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out of the waggon aint true. Why, Marthy, 
there’s lots more young men in the Sunday Skool 
to-day than when you wuz a young girl in short 
skirts, and there’s more than there ever wuz 
afore. Even if the dreem is true and the young 
man is out of the waggon he hasen’t fell out, and 
he isn’t a-sittin by the roadside a nursin of his 
nee and wishin he wuz back agin. If he is 
out at all, he’s jwmped out, and he’s a skedad- 
lin across the field with a fishin rod or a base- 
ball and bat in his hand, tickeled to death that 
he’s out. Yure dreem is kinder foggy, Marthy, 
and you need to warm yure feet a little more.” 

Marthy looked rite-smart serious and digni- 
fied then, and said, “Timothy, this is an occa- 
shun when you and me differs.” But I wuzzent 
through yet, so I went on. 

“And then, Marthy, them Bibles a-droppin 
out isn’t true, now. Every one of them Bibles 
in your dreem oughter had legs on ’em, and 
they’d orter bin a-runnin after the waggon and 
a-climbin up into it, fer that’s what they’re doin, 
as shure as yure born. Why, Marthy, the Bi- 
bles is a pilin into the Sunday Skool waggon to- 
day faster than they ever got out of it. And 
as fer ‘evangelizin’ and ‘ingatherin,’ haven’t you 
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heerd of Decishun Day, and that 80 out of every 
100 what joins the church comes from the Sun- 
day Skool; and haven’t you heerd of ‘House-to- 
House Vizitin?” 

“Why, of course,” sed Marthy, “but these is 
new plans what hassent bin genrally took up 
yet. You know, Timothy Stand-by, that if most 
of the boys and girls what has jined the church 
during the last fifty yeers has come frum the 
Sunday Skool it hasn’t bin so much becaus the 
teechers wuz a wurkin themselves to death to 
get them saved, but becaus the preecher got 
after them during a big-meetin; and as fer 
‘House-to-House Vizitin,’ that’s jest a-gittin 
startid. I tell you, Timothy, there’s rite-smart 
more of truth in my dreem than you allow, and 
I believe yure arguin jest fer the sake of ar- 
guin.” 

“Well, that may be,” I sed. “I don’t want 
to spoil your dreem, Marthy, but there’s lots of 
peeple who has been a-rejoicin that the cate- 
kism and the church hyms has dropped out of 
the waggon, and jest lots of them think that 
the childern are better off at home on Sunday, 
.a-readin good books, than a-sittin with their 


feet a danglin from high seets, or fast asleep, 
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while the preécher preeches about things what 
is Greek to them.” 

“But don’t you think, Marthy, that yure 
Timothy’s one of them fellers! No indeed! I 
think sum church hyms oughter be sung every 
Sunday in the Sunday Skool, so’s to make them 
familyer, and I think in every Sunday Skool 
there oughter be studdied an easy catekism— 
not one of the hickry-nut catekisms of fifty 
yeers ago; and I think the childern oughter be 
in the preechin servis, a-sittin with their pa- 
rents, where they can onct a week be mooved 
by some true devoshun and reverence.” 

“T’m with you, Marthy, in that dreem. In 
sum things I’m with you mor’n others. There’s 
sum truth in all of it, except the young man. 
The most pleesin part of the dreem to me is 
that there is so menny good things in the wag- 
gon and that I’m a-drivin. That there end-gate 
will be shut down, and if Timothy drives he’ll 
soon be havin a bigger waggon, fer he sees lots 
of new things a-hed in the road, what must be 


took on.” 
“Timothy,” sed Marthy, “yure feet must be 


1”? 


a-gettin warm 
And they wuz, Mandy; fer as the old yeer 
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died, we haddent only warm feet but warm 
hearts too. Hearts that wuz powerfully warmed 
as we promised the Lord that we’d give to the 
Sunday Skool all the yeers we wuz spared in 
the new Censhury. 
Yures truly, 
TimoTHy STAND-BY. 


THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL MAN 139 


XIX. 


THE CRADLE ROLL. 


Marthy Stand-by Starts a True ‘‘ Infant Class’’ 
in Brush Fork Sunday School. 


Brusu Fork, Feb. 14, 1901. 
Dear SisteER MAnpy :—The last time I rote 
you it took my last sheet of ritin-paper to tell 
about Marthy’s dreem, and I couldn’t git it all 
on then. There wuz one thing I oughter men- 
shuned which wuz better than enny dreem, and 
that wuz that Marthy has follered out the prom- 
ise she made to the Lord at the Council-Meetin 

in our parler, which I rote you about afore. 
Marthy didn’t do all that prayin and wepin 
at the Council-Meetin fer nuthin. She meant 
bizness; and when the Lord knows ennybody 
means bizness, he allers has bizness reddy. She 
prayed the Lord to give her a klass in the Sunday 
Skool; and, do you beleeve it, Mandy, the very 
next Sunday the teecher of the Primaries got 
up in skool and sed that her husband had got a 
job at a pumpin-stashun up in the oil fields, and 
they wuz a-goin to moove, and she’d have to give 


up her klass. 
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Now, Mandy, while that teacher hadden’t bin 
a howlin success in a-teachin of the childern, 
she’d a-kept the thing a-goin, and we hated 
rite smart to lose her; fer teachers aint as thick 
as black-berries around Brush Fork. 

Suprintendent Decker haddent fergot Mar- 
thy’s agginy at the council meetin, and the very 
next mornin he wuz over to our house a-testin 
Marthy’s sincerity by askin her to take up the 
primary department. 

Marthy had her hands in the dough when the 
suprintendent came, but that didn’t make no 
difference, fer Marthy never puts on enny frills 
‘except when she gits her Easter bonnit. She 
jest faced the situashun like a Bunker Hill sol- 
dier and desided to-onct that she’d take it. Then 
she went rite on with her bigness, a-neadin dough. 
She neaded a mitey long time—and I knowed 
she wuzzent a-thinkin so much on bread as on 
sumthin else, fer she wuz a-workin kinder 
machine-like. All to onct she quit, and a-turnin 
to me she sed, “Timothy, if Marthy Stand-by 
is called to the high and holy offis of superin- 
tendent of the infant class— 

“Hold on there!” sez I, “you'll give yureself 


away bad, if you begin yure public kareer by 
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a-talkin about the Jnfant Class in these times. 
The times is changed since you wuz a kid, and 
the proper thing now is the primary depart- 
ment.” 

“I knowed that, but I clean fergot it,’ sed 
Marthy. “But, as I wuz intendin to say, if Iam 
the suprintendent of the primary department 
of Brush Fork Sunday Skool, I’m a-goin to have 
a Cradel Roll. I’ve been a-readin and a-readin, 
and a-readin about it in the Wurker, and there 
will be one startid in Brush Fork imstanter—as 
our preacher sez.” 

How long do you spose it wuz, Mandy, afore 
Marthy startid out to organize a “‘Cradel Roll’? 
Well she startid it on the very next Stnday, fer 
that wuz her bigness! By Saturday nite she had 
writ to the State Seckertery and had on hand a 
batch of sertificates and membership cards, and 
a Cradel Roll to hang on the wall; and, do you 
beleeve it, she’d fished out of the attick a little 
old-fashon dolls-cradel fer to put on the teacher’s 
table and keep the babies’ names in. It wuz the 
very one her Uncle Josh had wittled out and 
glued together fer her when she wuz a little tot 
away back in 1840. 

I tell you, Mandy, it looked fine to see Marthy 
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a-teachin the little childern on the next Sunday. 
She wuz jest a-smilin so sweet that she looked 
like she did twenty yeers ago. I peeked into 
her room two or three times jest to look at her, 
she looked so mice—dear Marthy! When she 
told the childern about the “Cradel Roll” they 
wuz powerful interested. And when she asked 
the little boys and girls to stand what had little 
bruthers and sisters too small to come to Sun- 
day Skool there wuz 27 stood up. Glory! And 
afore the skool wuz closed there wuz two eight- 
yeer old boys and a seven-yeer old girl what wuz 
a-cryin becaus they couldn’t join the Cradel Roll. 
I tell you, Mandy, it wuz the poplar thing. 

Marthy took the names of all the famlys where 
there wuz babies, and on the next Tuesday, jest 
one week from the time she wuz “called,” she 
put in all the afternoon a-traipsin around town 
a-huntin up babies ; fer that wuz her bizness! 

She got five the first afternoon, One wuz a 
little girl ten days old, the dawter of Dick Saw- 
yer, the waggon-maker. I wuz sorter stunned to 
think that Marthy’d go there, fer Dick’s agin 
churches and preechers and everything what’s 
good. He, nor his family, hasn’t bin to church, 


except to funrals fer yeers, and he swears like 
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MARTHY STARTS A CRADLE ROLL. 


In Connecshun With the Primary Department of Brush Fork 
Sunday Skool. 


“She put in all the afternoon a-traipsin around town a-huntin 
up babies; fer that wuz her bizness.” 
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a pirate. The church peeple had give Dick up 
long ago; but Marthy went, and they wuz tickled 
to death to have the baby jine the Cradel Roll. 

Dick happined to be home with the grip, and 
he mellered rite down. When Marthy put down 
the name of little Kate Sawyer and sed in her 
quiet way, that “Jesus wants this little one to 
be a good Christian woman some day,” Dick’s 
eyes wuz a-swimmin in teers, and he kept his 
big red bandanner bizzy a-wipin his eyes all the 
time Marthy wuz there. 

Marthy prayed afore she left, and every last 
one of them, except the mother and the baby, 
followed her way out to the gate, and sed they 
wuz so glad that the “baby had jined the church, 
even if none of the rest of ‘em belonged.” Of 
course the baby haddent jimed the church, but 
the family kinder felt that she belonged to some 
little end of it, and they sorter felt they’d have 
to help her be good now. ° 

Marthy is as happy as I ever knowed her, 
and she intends to go rite on with her bigness fer 
the Lord, a-fishin fer famlys, with the baby as a 
bait. Marthy’s faverite verse now is “A little 
child shall lead them.” Yures truly, 

TimotHy STAND-BY. 
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AX. 


“*GITTIN THE STAYTISTICS.”’ 


Timothy and Superintendent Slowcum With Diffi- 
culty Come to Some Understanding. 


Brusu Fork, March 13, Igol. 

DEAR SristER Manpy:—Durin the past 
munth our sittin-room has bin turned into a 
sort of a private Field Wurkers’ Conference, 
fer every evenin and sumtimes durin the day, 
Marthy and me has bin a-discussin grate Sun- 
day Skool plans for the comin season. We’ve 
bin a-fixin fer a “Grand Spring Openin” in Sun- 
day Skool doins. Marthy’s ennergies is con- 
fined to our church and the village of Brush 
Fork; but my field is the broad expanse of Is- 
rael Township. The spring campain in Israel 
Township generally begins about the time the 
State Seckertery lays on the County and Town- 
ship officers the duty of a gittin staytisticks. 

The wurk of gittin staytisticks begins in Jan- 
uary and keeps up until you git through. I tell 
you, Mandy, I’ve wurked fer fifty yeers at farm- 
in, but farmin is easy to gittin staytisticks. That’s 


146 TIMOTHY STAND-BY 


the wurk I’ve bin a shirkin frum. But when 
the blanks arrived from the County Seckertery I 
jest took ’em up to my room and spread ’em 
out on the chair. There wuz seven of ’em (one 
fer each skool in the township) and when I got 
’em all fixed, I locked the door and got down 
on my nees and prayed over ’em. 

I told the Lord I wuz a-goin to “walk around 
Jerusalem and count the towers thereof,” accord- 
in to Scripter, and I wanted him to help me. Then 
I took up each skool blank and prayed that 
when it onct got out of my hand J mite see tt 
agin. I didn’t pray so much over the one what 
wuz goin to our suprintendent, fer our Skool 
is co-operatin all rite now, and Suprintendent 
Decker is jest a-jumpin to help the Organized 
Wurk; but I prayed rite smart fer the blanks 
what wuz to go to Joneses Flats and Bunyun 
Creek and Scruggs Holler, and I asked the Lord 
to give me grace to stand the strain what wuz 
a-waitin me. 

Then I follered the direcshuns, and sent the 
blanks through the post-offis to the Suprintend- 
ents of the seven skools in Israel Township. 

Suprintendent Decker filled out hissen and 
sent it back the next day. Then I waited fer 
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TIMOTHY PRAYIN’ OVER THE STAYTISTICKS. 
Facing the Awful Job of Gittin Suprintendents to Anser Letters. 


“Then I took up each blank and prayed that when it onct got 


out of my hands, I mite see it agin.” 
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three weeks and didn’t heer nor see nuthin, till 
on Washington’s Birthday I stopped fer a few 
minnits in the Brush Fork Store. There wuz 
rite smart of peeple in frum the country, and 
the stove-committee wuz having a full sesshun, 
and among ’em wuz Suprintendent Slowcum 
from Scrogg’s Holler. 

He sed “Hello, Bruther Stand-by! what are 
you a-tryin to saddle onto the Sunday Skools 
now? My wife, sez, she got sum kind of a 
circlar out of the post-offis frum you the other 
day. It wuz backed to me, I guess, but I haven’t 
seen it yet. It’s a stickin behind our kitchen 
clock, and I'll read it over sum time when plow- 
in’s dun. Wife sed it wuz sumthin about organs 
and Sunday Skools.” 

“Not eggsackly!” sed I, “it wuz about 
organized Sunday Skoo! work.” 

“Well,” said Slowcum, “things is a-comin to 
a hard row of stumps in the Stand-by famly 
when the hed of the house, at yure age, has to 
go about in the organ bizness. Our skool has 
an organ. It’s bim organized onct. A feller 
came along ten yeers ago and got our skool to 
buy a two hundred dollar organ fer $25, includ- 


in a skarf, a musick book, an organ stool, and 
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twenty-seven stops throwed in, and the thing 
didn’t last three munths. You can’t pump it up 
without startin seven keys what goes without 
ennybody a playin of ’em, and they keeps a- 
soundin jest as long as there’s enny wind in the 
bellers. If yure after saddlin another one of 
them traps on Scruggs Holler Skool, yure in 
poor bizness, fer we’ve bin organized onct.” 

I saw rite off that Slowcum was on the wrong 
trail, but I couldn’t hed him off till he got to a 
stoppin place. 

“My! Slowcum,” sez I, “yure off!” You 
haven't read the circlar yet I’m not a-sellin 
organs, I’m after staytisticks.” 

“Oh, yure after sumthin, be ye? Well, we 
don’t have nuthin to give away down to Scruggs’ 
Holler. It’s all we can do to git enuff—” 

“Hold on,” sed I. “I’m not after money, 
but staytisticks.” 

“Well, them’s somethin we never had and 
never want to have down to our Sunday Skool. 
These expensive fixins what some of the high- 
toned Sunday Skools is a usin has no place in 
Scruggs’ Holler. We're fer salvashun down 
there, and a-gittin peeple baptised. We don’t 
know what staytisticks is; thank the Lord! Hyp- 
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ocriticks and staytisticks, and gymnasticks and 
all other kind of ticks, except politicks, is un- 
known in Scruggs’ Holler. - 

The fellers what was a-standing around the 
stove finally heded Slowcum off by a-shoutin, 
“Give Timothy a chance, Slowcum!” Then I 
went on to explane what I wanted. And when 
Slowcum knowed I only wanted to know how 
menny skollars he had in his skool, and sich, 
he tumbled into line and sed, “Why, certainly, 
Bruther Stand-by, I'll git ’em rite quick, and 
I’ll make ’em big, so our skool shows up.” 

Mandy, that’s jest one ecksperience, with 
five others to heer frum. I’ve sent two letters 
to the suprintendents since I sent the blanks, 
but nuthin has come of it. In the first letter I 
put a two-cent stamp fer reply, and they jest 
kept the stamp. That wuz bad enuff, but in the 
second letter I sed, “enclosed find two stamps— 
one to keep, and one to use,” but they kept ’em 
both. 

Mandy, I’ve been on the wrong track. I told 
the Lord I wuz a-goin to “walk around Jerusa- 
lem.” To walk! walk! That’s what I’ve got 
to do. I’ve got to walk—to go after ’em if I 


expeckts to git “em. That’s the Scripter way! 
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Walk after ‘em! That's eggsackly what I’m 
a-goin to do. Then they’ll come. 
Yures truly, 
TimotHy STAND-By. 
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XXI. 


TIMOTHY’S FIRST ‘“ KNOCK OUT.” 


He Wrestles Withthe Holler Township Convention 
and Has an Experience at Andy Sponger’s. 


Brush Fork, April 12, Igot. 

DEAR S1sTtER MANpy :—Since I rote you iast 
I’ve bin visitin sum of the Township Conven- 
shuns in Sheepskin County. You know the State 
Convenshun is a-drawin nigh, and that allers 
causes a stirrin among the dry bones of town- 
ship organizashuns. Durin April and May 
there’s allers a-scramblin of the Townships to 
get the banner glued to the County afore it pulls 
out fer the State Convenshun. There’s a-hur- 
ryin fer staytisticks and a-scramblin after the 
money fer to pay the county apporshunment, and 
a joggin up of lazy townships whats bin a-puttin 
off holdin the annual convenshuns, and the 
county seckertery has his hands full. 

I haddent much mor’n dropped yure last let- 
ter in the post offis afore I got a letter from 
County Seckertery Job Git-there, askin me if I 
wouldn’t take his place down in the Holler 


Township Convenshun, what wuz to be held 
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over to Spongetown. So Marthy and me drove 
down. 

Spongetown has 27 houses, a store and post- 
offs, a black-smith shop, a skool, a partnership 
church, (where four denominashuns each takes 
a turn a month-about) a town pump, a saloon 
and a horse-trader. 

The horse-trader is Andrew Sponger, who 
went to the State Convenshun at Akron, and 
who put in so little time at the sesshuns. He’s 
bin a-braggin since on makin $400 in horse- 
flesh on that trip. Andrew Sponger is the back- 
bone of the town. He holds the morgage agin 
the church, is president of the skool board, owns 
the town pump, and has a cinch on almost every 
famly in town. He’s the Seckertery of Holler 
Township becaus there’s nobuddy else down 
there to take it. He brags lots on bein a Sunday- 
Skool man; and I gess he is on Sundays, fer 
while he trades horses all the week, and onct in 
a while on Sunday “when its necessary,” he’s 
allers at Sunday Skool dressed ‘1p in his best 
Sunday clothes, a-lookin as pius as a preecher. 

Well, we drove rite down to Andy Sponger’s 
house and wuz greetid with a mitey warm wel- 


come, fer I allers knowed Andy. 
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The convenshun wuz not a stunnin success. 
It had jest one afternoon sesshun. Twenty- 
one delegates wuz present, and on the frunt seets 
wuz forty-nine of the skool children, fer the 
deestrick skool wuz let out fer to let the teacher 
attend on the convenshun. 

I kinder sounded Andy afore the sesshun 
took up. Andy sed he haddent dun nuthin dur- 
ing the yeer except to announce the convenshun 
in the skools. He sed at the dinner table that 
he didnt take much stock in convenshuns enny- 
way, for they allers came jest when he had an 
important horse deal on hand, and Marthy and 
me saw to onct that Holler township was jest a 
paper organizashun, and that it wuz jest a-goin 
through the moshuns becaus it wuz ashamed to 
do ennything else. 

I couldnt do much at the convenshun fer 
there wuzzent much there to do with. I didn’t 
scold them, fer they didn’t know enny better. 
The skool teacher made an address on “Teach- 
in,” I conducted a round table, Marthy spoke on 
the Cradel Roll, a little girl spoke a peece, and 
I told them about sum of the new things in Sun- 
day Skool wurk. 

I give the Home Department a great send 
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ANDY SPONGER. 


The Hoss-tradin Seckertery of Holler Township. 


“He holds the morgage agin the Church, is President of the 
Skool Board, owns the town pump, and has a cinch 


on almost every family in town.’ 
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off, and wuz jest. gittin warmed up on the 
“Gradid Skool, ‘when Dan Terwilliger broke 
into my remarks by a-speekin out in the conven- 
shun. He sed it “wuz all nonsense a-talkin 
about gradid skools down to Holler Township.” 
“Why,” he sed, “the idee of the Sunday Skool 
bein gradid in Spongetown wuz preepostrus, fer 
nuthin wuz gradid down here. The deestrick 
skool wuzzent gradid, the roads wuzzent gradid 
—there wuz nuthin gradid, and it wuz all fol- 
de-roll a-bringing such noshuns to Spongetown 
to disturb the peeple, and make them disgrunt- 
eled. Why the first thing they know the pee- 
ple would be askin for a gradid skool and fer 
gradid roads and sidewalks; and where’s the 
money a-comin from to pay the taxes?” 

Just as Dan closed his perorashun sum one 
sed let us pray, and the convenshun closed. 
Tt was just busted! 

On returnin to Andy’s house fer supper we 
found the famly and sum of the delegates what 
wuz stoppin there a-discussin of the Cradel Roll. 

The Sponger twins wuz a-playin on two 
chairs in the parler, and when they herd that 
the Cradel Roll wuz fer babies, they both wanted 
one. They kept a-hollerin fer a Cradel Roll, till 
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Andy spoke kinder cross and sed they couldn’t 
have one. 

Then the twins began to cry for it. They 
jest leaned on the back of the chairs a-facin 
each other and bawled like as they wuz rivals, 


to see which could make the most noise. They 


“I BAWNT A TADLE BOLL.” 


yelled, “J bawnt a Tadle Boll!” “I bawnt a 
Tadle Boll! First one, then the other would 
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skreem, then both together. Then they leaned 
on the back of the chairs and yelled till you 
couldn’t heer. 

Marthy couldn’t stand that, Mandy. If they 
a-bin Stand-by twins I know what Marthy’d 
a-done, but them babies didn’t know no better. 
It wuzzent two minnits though afore Marthy had 
them kids one on each nee and Mrs. Sponger 
at her side a-tellin her all about the Cradel Roll, 
and, afore we left, the twins wuz quieted and a 
Cradel Roll wuz promised every baby in Sponge- 
town on the follerin Sunday. 

lf we didn’t do ennything else fer Sponge- 
tcwn we got a Cradel Roll startid, and that 
wouldn't have bin dun if the yellin babies hadn’t 
helped us out. 

That vyuz pure misshunery wurk, Mandy, 
and as we drove back tu Brush Fork we appre- 
sheated our home skool and thanked the Lord 
we lived in israc: Township. 

Yures truly, 
TimotHy STAND-BY. 
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XXII. 


GIVING MARTHY POINTERS 


On Her Appointment as Delegate to the Chilli- 
cothe Convention. 


Dear SIsTER Manpy :—Last evenin I got a 
letter from our County Seckertery, in which I re- 
ceived the glorious news that Marthy and me 
has both bin appinted to the high and holy offis 
of a delegashun from Sheepskin County to the 
State Convenshun. Glory! 

I opined the letter at the offis, and then I per- 
seeded at onct to carry the inspirin news to Mar- 
thy. Marthy happined to be out by the frunt gate 
where she’d bin a-carryin on a kinder long-dis- 
tance conversashun with widder Gadder across 
the road, when all to onct she saw me approachin. 
She sed she knowed I had sum news wurth a- 
hearin, fer I wuz a-smilin and a-bowin unusual to 
everybuddy on the Street, and wuz a-steppin 
high-like. Marthy sed there wuz somethin 
about my gait that reminded her of them un- 
holy doins called a “cake-walk” what s he wuz 


onct horryfied to see at the county fair, and she 
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wuz rite smart mortefied at my undignified man- 
ners. 

Mandy, it wuz very humilatin fer the Presi- 
dent of Israel Township to be kompared to a 
cake-walk. I’m awful sorry I did such a thing. 
Under the condishuns my moshuns wuz per- 
fectly nateral and they wuz also unconshus, and 
fer them reesons I’m shure I'll be fergiven. But 
I must not be shaddered by such reflecshuns 
when I am so rejoicin happy over our bein ap- 
pinted delegashuns to the State Convenshun. 

If Marthy had knowed what wuz a-waitin fer 
her in that letter she wuddent never have kept 
me a-waitin to gitin a wurd. When she stopped 
to take breth I sed, “Bless yure heart, Marthy, 
the occashun of my hilarity wuz the news that 
Marthy Stand-by wuz appinted with her husband 
to be a delegashun to the Chillycothy Conven- 
shun. What do you think of that, Marthy 
Stand-by? Glory! 

Mandy, | will not be so unkind as to refer in 
enny way to Marthy’s akshuns on receevin the 
news, ekcept to say that a hole county fair wuz 
no komparison. 

You know Mandy, that Marthy’s never bin to 
a State Convenshun. A-runnin round to Holler 
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Township Convenshuns and the like isn’t like 
goin to a grate State Convenshun, so when 
Marthy got kinder kammed down, I watched and 
waited for a chance to say sum things which I 
felt orter be sed fer the good of the Stand-by 
famly and fer the repertashun of Brush Fork. It 
wuzzent long, afore Marthy got out her yarn 
fer her usual spell of nittin afore bed time, when 
I drawed up my chair and perseeded to opin a 
sort of Field Wurkers’ Confurence. 

“Marthy,” sed I, “so long az yure goin to be 
a delegashun to Chillycothy, we better be doin a 
little consultin. You know it will be sumthin 
new fer you to go to a State Convenshun, and 
now’s the time when you can git some pinters 
from my experience at the Marion and Akron 
Convenshuns. 

In the first place, Marthy, a real first-class 
delegashun never goes to a State Convenshun 
without sum preperashun. I don’t mean prep- 
erashun of clothes. You haven't got to git a lot of 
new duds, and fix yerself up as if you wuz goin to 
a millinary show. Yure Easter bonnet will be all 
rite and yure alapacky dress is plenty good enuff. 
Preperashun of clothes isn’t needed, but preper- 
ashun of heart is mitey important. Every dele- 
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gashun orter wait afore the Lord fer the out- 
pourin of the Spirit. They orter go up to Chilly- 
cothy in the Spirit. That’s the blessin they want 
to take to the Convenshun with ’em, and then 
they will be prepared to get blessins owt of the 
Convenshun, and bring lots of things away when 
the Convenshun’s over. Sum delegates goes to 
the Convenshun to git things:—to git blessins, 
and pints, and new idees. Marthy, let’s you and 
me git a blessin afore we go and take it along 
with us. We'll pray fer the President and the 
Seckertery and the speakers and we'll expect a 
grate spiritual awakenin, and will ask the Lord 
to make the Convenshun result in convershuns 
and revivals, beginnin at Chillycothy and spread- 
in all over the State.” 

“Amen!” sed Marthy kinder loud-like, “let’s 


’ 


pray now;” and she got down on her nees in- 
stantur. I tell you, Mandy, Marthy don’t lose 
no time a-puttin pints into practice. She’s 
quicker’n scat, and she takes my breth sometimes 
by her suddin starts. We have koncluded to 
have a special prayer-meetin in our kitchin fer 
the Convenshun every day. 

After the prayer-meetin wuz over, we re- 
sumed the Confurence. 
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“My second pint, Marthy,” sed I, “is that 
every delegashun orter have his hed prepared. 
He orter know sum things. He orter know 
what to do when h gits to Chillycothy, and not 
go around askin a thousand questions what’s al- 
ready ansered on the back of his credenshulls.” 

“Now look a-hear, Timothy,’ sed Marthy, 
“T’m willin to take yure first pint,but yure second 
pint sounds as if it mit be a reflekshun. If I 
haddent bin off with you on sevral ockashuns 
afore, I mite swaller the askin-question-bizness 
rite down, but frum my observashun, a-coverin 
sum forty yeers, yure the one what goes knozing 
around askin questions in every new place you 
set yure foot into. The fact is that /’m the one 
what orter be deliverin pint two of this round- 
table to you!” 

“M-a-r-t-h-y-! M-a-r-t-h-y-!” sed I, “now 
jest git kammed down afore we perseed. We 
don’t want to git no divorce as a result of this 
here Confurence. Perhaps we better go back to 
pint one and do a little more prayin afore we take 
up the other pints.” 

Mandy, that remark was like pourin oil on 
trubbled waters. I had got my pint im, enny- 
how; and, now that the sea wuz smooth, I per- 


seeded. 
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“My third pint,” sed I, “is that delegashuns 
orter know sumthin about what they want to git 
out of the program. There’s more in a state 
program then ennybuddy can take in. There’s 
the primary doins, and teecher-trainin doins, and 
confurences, and sinposheeisms and prayer-meet- 
ins, and lots more; and a delegashun wants to 
settle on what partickerler thing he needs to git 
posted on, cause he can’t take it all in. 

“And my fourth pint is, that a delegashun 
orter take sumthin to the Convenshun into which 
he can dump the idees he'll git there, so’s to be 
able to fetch them home with him. No delegashun 
ever had a hed big enuff to hold all he picks up.” 

Marthy sed nuthin, but kept rite on with her 
nittin. 

“This pint is pertickelerly to you Marthy,” 
sed I, “fer I can never fegit the time when you 
and me went to the County Seet on the cars, and 
you got to doin your shoppin, with nuthin along 
with you fer to carry home the things you got. 
So you used me as a kinder Santy-Claws and ex- 
press waggon, and by the time we wuz ready 
to start fer hum, my pockets and arms and hands 
and hat was full of all sorts of jimeracks what you 
had bawt. I wuz pretty neer crazy a-keepin them 
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traps together. They wuz all the time a-droppin 
and gittin twisted. I sat on the creem puffs. 
(which wuz very embarrassin fer both me and 
the puffs,) and lost four spools of cotton, and a 
lot of grace, just because you fergot to take a 
basket to bring the things home in.” 

“That's the way it is with sum delegashuns,” 
sed I. “They give their poor little brane the 
job of gittin the idees home. Jt jest can’t do it. 
It will drop, and spill, and lose more’n half it 
gets afore the benedicshun is pernounced.” 

“What you want, Marthy,” sed I, perseedin, 
“is a note book, and you want to put the idees 
down as soon as they is give out. The note book 
is the basket,— the basket! see Marthy?—the 
basket!” 

“T think this Conference better a-jurn,” sed 
- Marthy, a-puttin up her nittin, and risin frum 
her rockin chair to go to bed, “We'll see” sed 
Marthy, perseedin, “which one of the Stand-by 
famly haz the most notes when the Convenshun’s 
over.” 

Marthy kinder smiled sarcastick then and sed 
nuthin, but I knowed what she wuz a-thinkin. 
She wuz a-thinkin that her Timothy intends to 
do all them kind of things, but when he’s at the 
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Convenshun he’ll fergit, in the excitement, and 
then about three months after the meetins is over, 
he’ll say, ‘“Marthy, what wuz that pint that feller 
made in that speech at the State Convenshun,” 
and I’ll tell him—that’s what Marthy’s a-thinkin. 

Mandy, I’ve got nuthin to say! 

Good nite, Sister, I intended to give sum 
farm news, but the Kingdum is first now, and 
the farm haz bin lately crowded out of my letters. 

Yures truly, 
: TimoTHY STAND-BY. 
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